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Aeors Names. 


'ſohn, Lord Cardinal of Rhemes, originally a German Laay, 
named Joanna Anglica ; afterwards difguis'd in the Ha- 
bit of a Prieſ# of the BenediQtine Order, next 4 Card:- 
zal, .and laſtly Created Pope. 


Lorenzo , 4 Courtier of 4 mean Extrat, preferr'd by the 
Luſt of Cardinal John, and privately her Inamorato. 


Amiran, 4 VVoman in the Habit of a Page, a ſworn Confi- 
dent to the Intrigue of Lorenzo and Rhemes. 


The Duke of Saxony, at preſent 4 Gueſt in Rome, brought 
thither for the Love of a Beantiful Roman Lady called 
Angeline, #0 whons he is newly married, 

- Angeline, his Ducheſs. 

Carlo, his Servant. 

The Conſiſtory of Carainals. 

The old Dxke of Saxony*s Ghoſh. 


Priefls, Hereticks, Romans, Witneſſes ; with Meſſengers, 
Servants, and all other Attendants. 


The Scene, ROME. 
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Pope JO HN VIII, &c: 


ACTA 


Saxony «xd Angeline with Attendants. 


Sax. Y deareſt, Angeline, my ſofteſt Bride ! 
Oh never did the Riſing Sun ſalute | 
A man more happy, /or a day more glorious : 

Laft night, our Nuptial Coronation night. 

Oh the vaſt Scenes of my immortal Joys! | 

To what high Orb of Glory am I wrapt ? 

So a tranſlated Soul caught up to Heaven, 

Stands on the Battlements of his new Paradice, 

And with a wondring eye ſurveys how far 

He has left the diſtant under-world beneath him. 

Ang. My deareſt Lord, this is extreamly kind, 

And I, methinks, have ſuch an equal ſhare - 

In my dear Lord's delight, that oh my Lord, 

Something 1 had to ſay, but I want words ; 

Oh let my Bluſhes ſpeak the reſt, for I am 

Too young in Love totalk. 

Sax. Bluſh on, ſweet Innocence. 

Bluſh till thy burning Cheeks 

Glow like the Incenſe on a veſtal Fire, 

Then in my Arms let thy warm ſweetsexpire. 

But tho' I am————- 

Encircled round with all the Harmony 

Of Soveraignty, Power,. Wealth and Honours, 

Whilſt Fortune ſings above, and Pleaſures dance around me : 

Nay, to ſum all, though I have Thee, a Treaſure 

So far above th'enjoyment-of a Crown, 

( For Crowns the World has brighter, Eeanties none. ) 

Yet withall theſe Iam not intirely happy. 


at £- 


(2) 
Oh ; Angeline, I had a Father, 
Whoſe Blood, whoſe Royal Blood is unrevenged. 

Ang. And does that melancholy Thought ariſe 
At this untimely hour ? 

Sax. Yes, my ſweet. Angeline, I had a Father, 

A Prince ſo Excellent, fo truly Noble, 

Too good for this baſe world, and yet from this 
Baſe world too early raviſh'd to the Stars. 

For in reward of all his manly Virtnes | 
Was this unhappy Prince moſt baſely poyſoned : 
Nay, poyſoned by a Prieſt, his ſavage Confeſſor. 
That curſed Slave that fed upon his Smiles, 
Filt'd the dire Bowl, and whilſt the canting Villain 
Was whiſpering Heaven into his Ear, could lift 
Damnation to his Lips; but by what motives 
To fuch Ingratitude, Heaven only knows. 

Ang. My Lord, I cannot blame your Noble Piety. 
Ent now conſider ſeven long years are paſt, | 
And in that time the mourning Robe-ſhould ſure 
Bz quite worn out. 

Sax. Never, my Angeline. 

Methinks I've ſtill the Poyſoner in my eye; 
That white-faced Dog, that venom-mouth'd Mungril : 
None of our burly, ftrutting Gown-men, 

><Who pamper'd with the Roman Altar's Luxury, 
Swell and grow fat with the rich Churches Riot ; 
But.a thin meager Eunuch-featur'd Starveling, 
Lean even with ſurfeiting, his Looks as pale 
As Envy, but his Soul as black as Hell. 

Ang. Why theſe rough Blaſts Cuncalm your ſweeter Airs ? 

What though the Villain could eſcape your Fury, 

And by his Flight prote& his impious Head ? 

For ſeven long years concealed from your juſt Rage ? 

No doubt, ere this, Heaven's longer Arm has reach'd him, 
And finiſhed your imperfe& Vengeance for you z 

Puniſhing his Crimes by his untimely Fate. 

Sax. That's not enough t'appeaſe a Father's Ghoſt”: 
Blood requires Blood, and Vengeance wields a Sword 
That cuts on both ſides : 

Guilt ſhould find Pains on Earth, as well as Plagyues in Hell. 
But where the ſafe Offender lives | 

Till the flow hand of Chance or Nature ſtrikes, 

It blunts one edge of Fate. 

Ang. Divert this ſullen Thought, | 
And tell me who:amongſt our Buſtling Cardinals That 


"Es 

That flock from all the Corners of the World 
To tug for Romes bright triple Diadem, 
You think will next ſucceed. 

Sax. Ineither know, nor care. 
But could they chuſe a Pope that had the Keys 
Of Hell, as well as Heaven, and would be kind, _— 
And lock that Poyſoner from the infernal Jayl, 
Till I had but one dear pull at's Heart-ſtrings, 
Next my dear Argeline, Pd chuſe no Saint 
On this ſide Heaven but him. 


Enter ſeveral Cardinals, croſſing the Stage: 


Ang. Still, my loved Lord, you make 

Your ſelf, and your poor Avgelize uneaſie. 
But ſee the Cardinals flock to the Conclave. 
Now were I Confeſlor to theſe grave Lords, 
I would lay odds, there's not that Prieſt amongſt %ne 
But has ſo great an Itch to be a Pope, 
That on my Conſcience he'd ſhake hands with Heaven 
And fairly quit his hopes of Crowns above, 

roudly to Lord it over Kings below. 
bas ſe the Pomp increaſes. | 


Enter John, Lord Cardinal of Rhemes, with his Attendants, croſ- 
ſing the Stage. ED. 

Sax. Look, my Angeline ; 

Seeſt thou that Face ? | 

Ang. That gay effeminate Prieſt ? 

Sax. By all my Hopes, by the dear Charms of Vengeance; 
My Father's Poyſoner : Carlo, Dog that Cardinal, £ 
And from his Followers enquire his Name. [Exit Servant. 
Pve found him now : he lives, ye Gods, he lives. 

But is the Villain made a Cardinal ! 
Good Heaven, can it conſiſt with thy. great Juſtice 
To dreſs a Monſter in a Robe ſo Princely ! 

Ang. My deareſt Love, no doubt he has been preſerved 
By Miracle, advanced to to all theſe Honours, 

Given as a Brand, not a Reward from Heaven ; A 
Raiſed only to this height to fall a greater Sacrifice. 

Sax. Yes; my belt Life, thou haft it. Had Iftabb'd 
This Monſter in the Fact ; 

Or brought him in his naked Native Poverty, 


| A Ragged Rullet Prieſt to a Tribunal, 
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How little had I paid to tl injured Mares : 
Of the great Duke of Soxony ? But now 
Thanks, my kind Stars, he isa Prince, a Cardinal, 
Fit for my Father's Victim. Oh, *twere brave 
To ſtab him in the publick Confiſtory. 

Ang. How, my dear Lord! 

Sax. Yet let me think again : 
So in the Senate fell the martyr*d Ceſar : 
And that's a Fate too glorious for a Villain. 

Ang. Oh, Sir, take heed of ſuch a wild Revenge, 
Leſt taking of his Life ſhould hazard yours. 

And do you love your Angeline no better 
Than to endanger her dear Lord ? 

Sax. Thy Reaſons and thy Love ſhall guide my Hand : 
11 take thy kind Advice, and move more calmly. | 
Raſhneſs and Vengeance never were Allies : 

Revenge is witty when it walks, not flies. 

Conſider too I am in a Chriſtian World ; 

The Court of Rome, the Head and Spring of Juſtice. 

A Ponyard and a Sword are Arms too bright : 

A Scaffold and an Axeſhall do me right. [Exeunt. 


SCENE 36. 


Cardinal John, Lorenzo and Amiran. 


John. Now my beſt Love, weare in our private ſtate, 
I thy kind Juno, thou my faithful Jove, 
And our ſworn Loyal Ganimede alone, 
And now weare our ſelves. 
Lor. Yes, my dear mask'd Divinity : 
Weare the only two that know what Treaſure 
This borrow®d Casket holds, and I the Lord that wear it. 
Joh. Thus far has my Diſguiſe, and my Deſigns 
Deceived the blinded World ; for ſeven long years 
My Arts and Sex concealed : nay, and to heighten 
The Miracle, TI have lived an undiſcovered Woman, 
Bred amongſt Prieſts, high-fed, hot-blooded Prieſts, 
Thoſe long-wing*d Hawks at all the Female Game: 
Yet I've defyed their keeneſt Eyes to track me : 
I could grow prow: proud with the imagination, 
And talk as big as a.yictorious Lover. . 


Lor's 


EPS 
Lor. But how much prouder would you talk, ſhould Romes 
Great Lottery in this Election throw 
'Her Diadem at your Feet ? 
Joh. That were Fates Maſter-piece, 
Glory, bewitching Glory ; oh, for the Popedom ! 
Bring me ſome God, or what elſe Power beſide, 
Some kinder Devil, but toth* Roman Chair, 
And Iam thy Slave for ever. How it *twould pleaſe me 
To reign the Chriſtian World's dread Thunderer all 
The day, and thy ſoft Yenws all the night. * 
 Lor. My beſt dear Angel : 
Alas, who knows but Fortune may be kind ; 
And the fair Lot fall to this fairer hand | 
Joh. Yes, *twould be kind indeed ;- grant That, and I 
Have all my Wiſhes in both Worlds complete. 
Yes, I could makea Pope, and like that proud 
Stupendious thing, {it at the Helm of Heavn, 
And with my Breath unlock the Gates of Paradice. 
Let ?em but bring me golden Offerings, | 
And I would make Heavens Chryſtal Hinges fly : 
Fill my Exchequer, and my Purgatory 
Should ſoon be empty. Yet methinks for our 
Stoln pleaſures ſake, I ſhould be kind to Love, 
And fell my Pardons cheap to poor expiring Lovers. 
| Lor. The Subje gives you Mirth ; I ſee your Tranſports 
Have made you witty. | 
Joh. Yes, and ſerious too. 
Could I but reach the Roman Diadem ; 
I'd fit within my Romes ſeven Hills as glorious 
As once the fam'd Semirams within ; 
Her Babylonian Towers. Her Female Hand 
Did the Worlds Scepter guide, and why not mine? 
A Kingly Soul her borrowed manhood wore ; 
Whilſt like a God ſhe fate within her Cloud. 
And mov'd her World beneath her. 


ag © 


Enter Servant. 


Ser. The Duke of Saxony deſires admittance. 
Joh. Oh, in theſe Lines he tracks his Father's Poyſoner. 
I ſee ſeven Years have not quite worn my Face out. | 
Admit the harmleſs Bluſterer. | ( Exit Servant. 
t Tis true ; 1: EN 
Once tzyo whole Years he had me in the chace, 


Then 
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Then but an inconſiderable Monk, 
Too weak to grapple with fo fierce a Hunter ; 
Through all Diſguiſes,Shapes and Names Idodged him; 
Till the cold ſcent made him give o'r the Game. ; 
But I am above thee now. Yes Prince, I had 
Intelligence how the famed Roman Beauty 
Had brought thee from thy Saxony to Rome : 
And well foreſaw this Face here would ſoon row'ze 
A ſleeping Blood-hound. But, alas, weak Champion, 
We come prepared to meet thy feeble Rage. 


Enter Saxony ,uſhered in by the Attendants of Rhemes. 


Sax. Lord Cardinal of Rhemes, for to that name 
Your prodigal Stars have called you. Oh that Spectre ! 

Joh. Young\Saxony, £0 0n. 

Sax. Yes, Cardinal. 

Hither I come to wake your drowzy Conſcience, 
And tell you, that this Scarlet Mantle ſhrowds 
That canker*d Fiend that ſtung my Father dead. 

Joh. How, my young Lord ! 

Sax. Yes, my young Poiſoner. 

Joh. Before anſwer to this peal of Thunder, 

I ought t'examine if I am more than Man, 
For Fleſh and Blood ſhonld tremble at theſe ſounds. 

Sax. And does not thine ? 

Joh. Mine ! 

Sax. Yes, thine, proud Prieſt;does not a riſing Damp 
From the cold Vault that holds my Fathers Bones, 
Freeze thy black Blood,and make thy ſtaggering Frame 
Shrink at my Vengeance ? 

Foh. Harmleſs Thunderer, no : 
The feeble Blaſt flies o'er this Princely Tower, 
And not one Column ſhakes. 

Sax. Triumphant Impudence ! 
Can I bear this? At thy rank Soul. 

Lor. Forbear this Inſolence. 

Sax. Unhand me, Rufhans. 


[_ Draws. 


Lor. Hold, defperate Lord. Lift but an Arm once more 


Againſt that Life, and by the Gods, thy Soul 
Attends thy Father's Ghoſt. 
Sax. How ? Braved by thee! _ 
And what art thou, Domeſtick, ſmall Dependent 
On that proud Thing? Heaven, like the Sun in Egypt, 


Has warm'd that venomous Dirt into a Monſter ; 
And thou'rt a Bubble in the Mud beneath him. 

Lor. How, ſawcy Lord !. 

Joh. Lorenzo, hold. Young Saxony, no more. 

Sax. Dared by his Slaves ! can I bear this, and live ? 
Some Ague chill my Veins, or ſome kind Palſey 
Unnerve my Arm, leſt it ont-run my Reaſon. 

Zor. Raſh Prince, this Fury does not fit this Place. 
Think where you are. - 

Amir. Yes, Sir, think where you are 
Within the Palace of a Roman Prelate, 

A place too ſacred - ; 

Sax. Peace, ye Limbs of Vengeance, | 
Dare you preſume to prate ? Becauſe that Wizard : 
Has to damnation ſign'd and ſealed his Soul, 

To fill the pomp of his infernal State, 
He has wiſely bargained with his Patron Devils 
For this young Imp, and that tall Fiend to guard him. 


Joh. Hold, Sir, we underſtand your Provocations: . 


And therefore can forgive theſe wild Excurſions. 
But to reſtore your peace, you ſhall have Juſtice. 

Sax, I will have Juſtice, Prieſt. 

Joh. Firſt I conſider you're the Heir of Saxony ; 
And to all princely Blood my Soul pays Honour. . 
Next, you have a Father loſt, a murder'd Father : 
And to all Greatneſs in Diſtreſs, Humanity 
Commands my Pity. Laſtly, Tam a Church-man, 
And ſhould diſgrace the Sacred Robe I wear, 
Should I attempt to ſtop the courſe of Juſtice, . 

Or make the groaning Ghoſt of Saxony 
Unſatisfied. Well, Sir, I am your Mark: - 
Now name me both my Judge, and my Tribunal. 

Sax. Bold Cardinal, Itake you at your Word : - 
And bring my Cauſe before the Conſiſtory : 
There, if thou dareſt appear — 

Foh. Dare! yes, as cheerfully 
As a young Lover.on his Bridal Night... 

But meet me quickly there : For know,. young Prince, 
I am your Accuſer now, and not you mine. | 
Your Tongue has rais'd a Bliſter on my Name, _ 
Canker'd my Glory with the Brand of Murd'rer, 

Nor can I come too ſoon to'th? Ear of Juſtice. 


Make haſte, young Duke; for I haye a wounded Fame - 


Muſt be made whole again. 


Sax. Yes, my brisk Prelate, 
Meet me this hour. | 
Joh. This hour I'll meet you there. 
Sax. And then—— [ Exit Saxony. 
Joh. How I conld laugh at this poor Animal. 
Do ; hunt me cloſe: and ſcent thy Father's Blood. 
But know, hot Fool, I have the Prieſt to play yet ; | 
A Roman Dance to lead you. I could hng my felf | - 
For my rare Miſchiefs. Oh my fertile Brain ! 
Why was not I the firſt created Woman ? 
*Sdeath, I'd have met the ſubtle plotting Serpent, 
And by my Arts blown up the ſhallow Fiend : 
Thus from its Doom the threatned World recal ; 
And countermine the loſt Creations fall. | [ Excunt, 


The Scene Changes to the Conſiftory. 


Firſt Cardinal. Brethren and Partners in this Royal Seſlions ; 
This fair Divine Aſſembly, in the Name 
Of Albert Duke of Saxony : 
I bring a Cauſe before this great Tribunal, 
Worthy the Ear of Heav*n, his Princely Father's Murder. 
Card. 2. My Lord of Millains Reverenceſhip ſpeaks well : 
But why, my Lord, this Tryal at this hour ? 
Think of the properer Buſineſs of the Day, 
The new Election of our Heavenly Vicar. 
Does not that Throne ſtand empty ? By my holy Dame I 
*Tis fit that firſtwe ſet a Head on the headleſs Rome. 
Card. 3. My good Lord Cardinals Reaſons would be juſt 
In any caſe but this ; but know, my Lord, 
It is a member of our own Society, 
That ſtands accnſed, the Cardinal of Rhemes , - 
And ſhall we entertain a Murderer, 
Within tneſe Sacred Walls, and at this time ; 
When Heavens Commiſſions are juſt iſſuing ont 
- To chuſe a Brow from out this Royal Synod 
To wear th'Imperial Mitre, and to Reign 
Romes Lord, Heavens Chancellor, and the great Keeper 
Of the bright Seals of Paradice ? And ſhall we 
Among this glorious Conſtellation harbour 
A Murderer ; have his black impious Hand 
Be mix*d amonglt theſe Princely Candidates, 
Aud graſp atth'hallowed Roman Diadem ? G 
Card, 
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Card. 3. You, my good Lord of M4; Kain, ſperk the ſeaſe 
Of the whole Confiſtory. Weand Heaven 
Do think it juſt, that the infeted Body 
Be purged before we conſecrate the Head. 
Stand forth then, Albert, Duke of Saxo 
And John, Lord Cardinal of Rhemes, ſtand forth. 


Enter 0n one ſide the Stage the Duke of caxony: on the other John Lord 
Cardinal of Rhemes with their reſpetive Trains. 


Sax. Moſt Reverend Lords, Romes ever awful Senate, 
From whoſe wide Rays of never ſetting Glory, 
Truth, Faith, Religion gild tt*enlightned Globe. 
Hither I bring to your divineſt Juſtice 
A Treaſon © the deepeſt. blackeſt Dye. 

That Night e'r ſhelter'd, or the Day ere bluſh'd at ; 
Committed by that impious Prelate John 
Lord Cardinal of Rhemes. 

Card. 2. Boldly and bravely. 

Sax. But e*er I prove the monſtrous FaQ, I have 
One Grace to beg Trom this Devout Aſſembly. 

Not that I need to beg it. *Tis a Boon 
Yowll grant unask'd, and yet my Zeal muſt ſpeak. 

Card. 1. Speak freely, ask with Reaſon, and obtain. 

Sax. Then I 1mplore, that not the Brother-Name 
Of Cardinal, his Title, Robe or Office 
Plead for him, make this whole untainted Body 
Be over tender of a gangreen'd Limb, 

Pecauſe a part of it If. 
Card. 4. My Lord, you wrong us. 
Know who we are, Heavens Repreſentatives: 
And can you think the Tree of Paradice 
Would ever cheriſh a rank ſpurious Branch ! 
Or we permit a bloody wounded Stragler. | 
To herd for ſhelter 'mongſt the purer Flock. 
No Saxony; we drive him out, and give him > 
An open Field and Law foi Life or Death. | | 

Card. 1. Now, Duke of Saxony, plead and be han 

Sax. Thus then---that naw Lord Cardinal of Rhemes, 
Seven Years ago, 'a Benedictine Monk, 

Was Confeſfor to my unhappy Father, 
That Cardinal, now diſpuiſed by the falſe name. 
Of Johz, more like a Robber than a-Chriſftian, 


Was then calld Theodore. *T was in that name © +> 


C He 
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- He grew acquainted with my Princely Father. 
Thus bleſt, thus honoured, by a riſe. ſo ſudden 
He won ſo far my Royal Father"s Favor ; 
His Ear, his Hand, his Soul was all his own. 
But by what Magick Arts fo falſe a Snake 
Could twine within that Royal Princes Heart, | 
Juſt Heaven above, and his own Hells within him 
Can only. tell, 
Card. 2. To this your Anſwer, Lord. 
John, Thus far I own my brave Accuſcr juſt : 
I was this Prince's Father's Confeſlor, 
His Favourite, Friend, Confident. 
Nay,the whole Circle of his Deeds, Thoughts, Counſels, 
All center'd in my Heart. 
Sax. And inreturn 
To all this Honour, hear his black Ingratitude ; ; 
One Evening, a curs'd Hour damn'd from Eternity, 
This treacherous Sycophant being alone 
With my unhappy Father in his Cloſet, 
To make their privacy more cheerful, 
A Bowl of Wine was call'd for, and about 
-Three hours this Conference held, eill night adjourn ef 
The Conſult, and fo filenc'd 'em to Bed. 
Thus parted, ſcarce the Morning Sun could -wake, 
Or frighted, waked.too ſoon, but this Allarm 
FilPd the whole Court,the Dnke,the Duke is poyſoned. 
We found him raving, all his Veins on Fire, 
His reſtleſs Bed more like his Funeral Plle ; : 
His Prieſt being call'd, we found his Chamber empty : 
By th'help of Night the Helliſh Fiend was .vaniſh'd. 
But oh, he had left his Sulphurous Brand behind hum ; 'E 
For that was burning 1 in my Father's Heart. 
Card. 2. There's horror in this Deed, Now by -my.Hely © oy 
A thundring Accuſation. But what Proofs, | 
What Witneſles for all this Tragick Story : y 
Sax, All his Attendants, Nobles, Menials, almoſt 
The whole fad Court of Saxony were all | 
SpeQators of their Royal Maſters Fall. 
But let theſe few, the Repreſentatives 
Of a whole Mourning Dukedom, ſpeak their knowledge. 
Card. 3. Stand forth, and ſpeak. £ One of rhe Arte #- 


dants freps.ont. 
Att. 1. To theſe bleſt Walls L bow, Taj; 
Komes ever Sacred Vatican. | TED 


"Gi It) 

Card. 1. What art thon ? ' © 

Att. 1. .AGentleman ; for twenty years a Servant 
To the great Dukes of Sax ony. | 

Card. 3. Are they all ſworn ? 

Prieſt. My Lord, they are. 

Card. 3. Proceed. 

Att. All that my Prince has ſaid againſt that Prieſt, 
Is Oracle, only more Truth, and leſs 
Myſterious ; and to lay his Father's Murder 
More cloſe to that ungrateful Monſter's Charge 
'When he was told the conſcious Monk was fled, 
Amidſt his dying Groans theſe Accents fell, 
And is my Friend, my Prieſt, my Murderer ? 
Heaven, if the Prieſtly Robe, your own bright Livery 
Can ſhrowd ſuch Treaſon, bring me to that Throne, 
Where th"unoffending, untaught Infidel 
Sits crown'd, whilft the Apoſtate Chriſtiah burns. 
This we all ſwear to. 
| Al, All 

Card. 1. Degenerate World, 
Oh, whither art thou faln ? 

Attend. 2. Hear me, my Lords. 
] have had the Honour many Years together 
To have that murder'd Prince 90 leſs-my charge, 
Than that falſe Confeſſor's ; only this difference ; 
I was his Healths more faithful, than that Traitor 
His SouPs Phyſician ; and as my laſt Office 
To my dead Lord, with my own Hand through his 
Diſſected Veins I track'd the Drug that kill'd him. 
He-died by Poyſon. | 

Sax. Truth more evident no 
Tribunal ever heard, no God e'er puniſh'd. 

Card. 1. Crimes terrible, Proofs ſtrong, and circumſtances 
Invincible. - Rhemes, What Defence to this ? | 

Joh. That Saxonys great Duke died by my hand, 
Town : 
But that he fell by Treaſon, Ideny. 
*Tis the intention of the Mind, and not 
The Deed that makes the Crime. Who but in Thought 

—— Dares lift a Hand againſt a Sovereign Head, 

Is botha Rebel to his Prince and God. 
But he 
That ſtrikes a Dagger to a'Traitor's Heart, 


Though ne'er ſo princely born, does Heiven good ſervice. 
C2 Know 
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Know then, that Traitor was the Saxon Duke, _ . 
And I that Traitor's Executioner. 2 
Sax. Traitor ! to what ? to whom ? What means the Villain ? 
Joh. Traitor to Roame, to Komes Supremacy, 
To Romes Religion, and Remes God a Traitor. 
Sax. Oh execrable Dog ! | 
Card. 1. Mark what you fay, . bold Lord, take heed you lay not 
AnTmputation on a Princely Family, To Rhemes, 
Add Crimes to Crimes, and with invenomed Breath 
Attempt to play the Poyſoner o'er again. 
Joh. Then kt the injured Majeſty of Rome 
Know, the old Duke of Saxoxy held a League 
Confederate with the German Traytor Damaſus. 
Card. 2. How, that Arch-Heretick, that Arian Monfter, 
Rebel to Rome and Heaven ! ſome three Years fince 
Burnt at Ravenna. : 
Joh. Yes, my Lord, the ſame. 
Sax. This, if the Traitor proves ——— 
Foh. This, If I prove not | 
Shame, and the publick Gibbet brand the Liar. | 
Card. 1. Go on, thou bold Impeacher. 
Sax. Yes, £00n, 
Shew thy rank Gaul, and the thin Veil that ſhrouds it. 
Joh. Thus let me ſpeak. [ Produces Letters, 
Card. 2. Ha! what are theſe ? | 
Joh. The whole 
Conſpiracy. 
Card. 3. Let %em be read. 
Card. 4. A Pacquet 
Of Letters to the Duke of Saxony. 
Card. 3. Let *em be read. 
Card. 4. To Albert Duke of Saxony. 


Sr, ; " TReads. 
Cannot expreſs the Tranſport your Royal Excellence gives me, when 

I ou tell me your Army 1s completely raiſed, and that you areveady 
in their Head to ſtrike your Dagger in the Gates of Rome, and lay the 


Scarlet proſtitute in Aſhes- 
Card. 2.. Meonſtrum. horrendum 7 


| Þ Reads on. 
All the Levies 1 can raiſe amongſt the Loyal German Chriſtians ſhall 
not be wanting to carry o# ſo holy a War. Continze ſtill to believe, that 
Romes #ſurptSupremacy,as it began by the grand Rebel Phocas,as it com- 
menced by @ Traitor, ſo it is maintained by an Impoſtor, whilſt that my 
gee: | groun 
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eround that falfly ſtiles it ſelf the ſacred Sheep-fold,is now mage the pub- 
Fek Mart of Souls, the Royal Exchange for a Trade into Heaven, where 
Religion toils at the Mint,and Holineſs ſits at the Receipt of Cuftom,whilſt 
"the Broad-Seal for everlaſting Pardons is ftampt in Gold, In fine, 
the Pope with all bis Limbs, the Cardinals, i but a growing Hydra ; 
and whilſt your Excellence continues your noble Reſolution of being the 
Hercules that ſhall deſtroy that Hydra, you ſhall nor want the Pray= 
ers, nor Aſſiſtance of, | | 


My Lord, , 
Your Excellencies dutiful and faithful Slave, | 
: _ Danaſag 


Sax. Oh hear me, Lords. 
Card. 1. You ſhall be heard anon, let him read on. 
Card. 1. To Albert, Duke of Saxony. [ Reads. 
Whereas your Royal Excellence us pleas'd 
T*eſpouſe the Cauſe of Truth and Heaven againſt 
The falſe uſurping Rome———— 
Card. 2. All the ſame Brand. 
The ſame black Mark of Hell, we'll hear no more. 
Sax. AllForgery, rank Forgery, damn'd Impoſtor.. 
My Royal Father ne'er receiv*d- one Syllable | 
Of thoſe forged Libels, held no Heretick Leagues 
With any German Traytor. 7; | 
Card. 2. But, bold Defendant, ſpeak; how do you prove: 
Theſe monſtrous Libels true;. this League, theſe Letters. 
Received by Saxony, and writ by Damaſus.—- 
 Fohn. By theſe two honeſt Gentlemen. 
Card. 1. What are you? 
Gent. 1. Two Germans, formerly th* unhappy Servants 
Of an accurſed Maſter th' Heretick Damaſs. 
Till Heaven by his juſt puniſhment had warn'd 
Our wandring Souls, and our loſt Senſe reſtored: 
Card. 1. And by your Oaths. thoſe were. your Maſter's Hand: 
Gent. 2. My Lord, they are: 'S 
Card. 3. You ſaw him write *em-? 
Gent. 1. Yes. 
Card. 4. You-knew the whole Conſpiracy *twixt him- 
And Saxony ? 
Gent. 2. Wedid. 
Card. 4. Their Walks, their Motions ? 
Gent. 1. All. bj 
Card. 4. And Rome's Subyerſion was their Theam ? 
Gent. 1. It was. 


Card. 
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"Cnr: 4. Lord Cardinals:Romans. Brothets Chireck-rhbh rich "A 
"CanTuch things he, and Roman Heatts not tremble f' © Te 
Covld fiich a Rebel Duke deſerve to live! 

- Sax.By all that's good, Pl! ſtake my Crown,my Life, 
1\ſy Soul, theſe Slaves are falſe ; Tet *em but prove | 
One SyNable in my wronged Farkiet's Hand. 
To countenifice this Conſpiracy : 

Which if they do, make Me your Martyr tod; 

Doom me t? a Bowl of my own Father's Poyſon, 
Adminiſtredhy the ſame Hang-man's hand. 

.Card.1.But can you witneſs ought of Saxon's Letters 
Rectived in countenance, and anſwer to _ | 
This Treaſon ? 

Gent. 1. Yes, my Lord. 

Card. 2. Several ? 

Gent, 2. Many. 

'Which, we as Confidents ind Parties 
In the Confederacy, peruſed andread. 

Card. 2. Can you produce thoſe Letters ? 

Gent. 1. No, ifiy Eord. 

For ſtill thecautions Damaſus made his Soul 
His Treafons Cabinet,. all dangerons Papers 
No ſooner read, but barnt-- - - 

Card. 3. Politick Devil !_ 

Sax. Excellent Proof! 

Oh Roman Prelates, if you've Truth, Faith, Honour, 
Remove this Cloud:that ſhades my Father's Fame : 
This is all Cheat, Diſguiſe, rank Counterfeit. 

My Royal Father was a conſtant Catholick, 

His Faith and Life i incorporate, his Principles 

Suck'd in from Rome” s own Breaſt. 

Card. 4. So "tis a Sign. 

Sax. And in ſome baſe rev 0 P perhaps on purpoſe 
For his unfhaken conſtancy to 
By that falſe Heretick, and this falſer Prieſt, 

Thoſe Very Papers were received, and ſent. 

My Father's Soul a Stranger to the Villany. 

Low as his Grave throw down their feeble Batteries ; 
Oh, Romans, hold the Scale of Juſtice right ; 
Weigh the true value of a Prince's Hogour, 

A Prince's Blood and Life. 

Card. 3. Bold German, is Rome's wiſdom, and Rome's Conclave 
To be inſtru&ed'h6w to judge, or att ? 

Sax. And for that Army whick my Father rais'd, 


Twas 
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"Twas all deſign'd to fright our ancient Foe , b-” 
The warlike Yaxdal. _. - | 
Rhemes. That was the Pretence 


But Reme's ſubverſion, and Religion? $Ruine Þ: 5 


Was the Deſign. 

Card. 4. And my good Lord of Rhemes 
"Twas in prevention of a dangerous Herelie,. 
And to revenge our injured Church, you gave 
The Duke this Poyſon ? | 

Rhemes. Yes, my Lord, Idid, 
But, oh! it griev'd my Soul to kill my Prince : _ 
My Friend, my Patron; nay, my generous Patron : 


 Butina Cauſe fo juſt, for Rome”s, bright Glory, 


Our Mother Churches Right, I'd not have ſpar'd 2 Brother, 
Father, Friend, Sovereign ; in a Cauſe ſo: 90d. 
Kingdoms ſhould groan, and Monarchs ſet in Blood. 
Card. 1. Come to our Arms. | 
Card. 2. T'our Arms, dear Lord of Rhees. [Hugging ons 
Card. 3. Religion's Bulwark _ 
Card. 4. Truth's Defender;; welcome, 1 ' 
Card. 1. Rome's Patriot,and Heaven's Champiqa,orer melons 
Bright Son of Fame, we and our Saints are all 
Your Debtors for this meritorious Service. 
Sax. Is this your Doom ? Clurch-nfen yon call your ſelves ; & 
Is this a Church-Reward;for. murder'd :Majeſty ; ; 
Oh I could rave ! But Lords, Pll reaſon calmly. 
Grant thoſe falſe Libellers,! and this/Poyſoner honeſt. 
Yes, grant my Father that” lewd. thing they paint him :: 
Nay more, ſuppoſe tPAlmighty Rome has power 
To judge a King, and doom/a  newgdroA Head. 
, Card. 1. Suppoſe it, Saxon 
Sax. Yes, ſuppoſe it, Prieſt. . 
Were he a Criminal, why were not all 
Thoſe intercepted Letters ſent to ns, 
And-he as an Offender fairly tried, 
CalPd to the Bar, to Rome's King-killing, Bar,. 
And his Accuſers met him face to face 2; - 
Rhemes. T*have waged in publick *gainſt ſo great an Adverſiry- 
Had been thave had our Cauſe and martyr'd Throats,, 
Both filenced, Treaſon hnih'd, Truth undiſcovered, 
And Rome for ever unr evenged.. 
Card. 1. How, Germen; : 
A private man impedchan: Heretick Kig;; ES 
Call him to Law, and ace; tie! hin” 389-051 19's 
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Does the weak Traveller face the roaring Lion, 
Or ſpotted Leopard, and grapple Arm to Arm ? 
No, fooliſh Prince, 
Does he not ſtraight fly to ſome hollow Cave, 
Or climb ſome Cedar's Top, from whoſe ſafe ſtand 
Does he not watch a lucky hour, and ſhoot 
Tiunwary Savage dead, or in a Toyl 
The ſnared Devourer ſeize? and Sir, 
_ Are Heretick Kings leſs Brates, leſs Savages 
* Than Lions, Tigers, Leopards, or leſs: 
To bz deſtroyed than they ? or muſt Rome kill 
By open hoſtile Arms ? The Churches ſtrength 
Lies not in a Spear,' or- Lance, or ponderous Steel. © 
A Pebble flung from-out a righteous hand, | 
May ſtrike a Giant deatdy- -* - > 
Sax. How, Reman Prelates, 
Are theſe your Principles ? 
Some pitying Saint keep in my boiling Rage, 
And wall me round with Adamant: © - 
Church-Hypocrites ! falſe Baſtard Prophets, hear me. 
Car. ii Fake him away; and ſtop the Rayler's Mouth. - 
Car.2, No, let him Nays _ 27 the voice of Rome. 
Car.1. Is it by me you} 
All Card. Speak, Lord 0 I 
Card. 1. Firſt,our whole Confiſtory votes her Thanks 
To this Illuſtrious-Lord. Next, as a Monument 
T-an Heretick's Infamy ; if the Boul that held 
The ſacred Drug, can be by Art or Gold 
Recovered, we Decree, that it be confecrated, 
As an Eternal Relick tothe Chappel at 
Loretto. Laſtly, that the ſleeping Bones 
'Of the dead Saxon Heretick, unworthy 
To mix with the untainted Royal Duſt 
"Of his great Anceſtors, be taken up, - 
Removed, and buried in unhallow*d Gronnd. 
Sax. Diſturb my Father's Duſt, what Cerberus Dog amongſt off 
Dares growl a ſound ſo impious ! ? 
Ye Cardinal 'Wolves, tear up his Royal Bones, 
Do, If you dare : keep your Prerogative 
To He&cor Kingdoms,. and to Hag-ride Kings. 
. But know, 
Weare too great, and Saxony too honeſt.  @s 
That Blood-hound Prieſt,;that Jackal Monk-that ._ 


Wikh his envenom'd Claws but- touch tiis/Tomb, .. rel 1 


—— | 
all the Conclave Devils: and the Ghoſt 


of my dead Father, dies upon a Gibbet. 
Card.2. And are we threatned too ? By the Divinity 


Of Rome, bold Arrogance, thy forfeit Head—— 
But thruſt him out, and ſhut our Gates againſt him. 


The Scene ſhuts upon him, and the Conſiſtory cloſes. 


Sax. Farewel, ye Scarlet Blood-hounds': , 
Are theſe the Lords that yoke the Necks of Kings ? 
How ſenſleſs is that dull Imperial Head 
That makes his Scepter to the Croſfier bow ? 


By Heavens he's both a Coward and a Slave. 
Rome's upſtart Idol ?bove his Throne he rears, 


And fervilely creates the God he fears : 
Down goes his Majeſty, and down his Fame, 
' Pope is the King,” and Monarch but the Name. Ea 


Fins Aus primi. 


A CE Is 
Saxony «nd Angeline. 
H Rome, thou once great Miſtreſs of the World ! 
How much thy ancient Royal Capitol 
Exceeds th'adulterate Vatican ; when Pagans 
And Infidels poſleſs'd thee, they werehoneſt. 
The blind Idolaters that knee'd and/Fray'd | 
To their deaf, ſenfſleſs, molten Gods, were Saints 
To this Church-Spawn ; this Neſt of Scarlet Tyrants. 
Ang®*Indeed, my Lord, this ſtrange inverted Juſtice 
Is very hard, but bear it like a man. 
* Sax. Yes, when I am treated like a man ; but Princes 
Areleſs than Dogs, where baſe-born Prieſts controul. 
I and my Cauſe withall my loud-tongued Wrongs + 
Spurn'd from their preſence, and my Father's Blood, 
Of that ſmall value, that the Purple Juice 
That fills the pamper'd Prelates Epicurean Gorge, 
Is ſpilt with more Concern than the Blood of Princes. 
, Ang.Calm your untimely Rage ; when 1Ils are paſt 
Redreſling, and all other hope forſakes us, 
D Patience 


Sax. 
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Patience is then the wiſe man's tat Com 

Sax. Patient ! Oh never till Rome's 
And Juſtice fill one Throne, and that muſt be 
When Contraries unite ; when Truth and Falſhood 
Incorporate. Suppoſe my Princely Father 
Had been an Heretick : but if my Soul 
Dares play the Prophet, *twas ſome private Malice 
That gave the Tragick Blow:and t wa pretended Hereſie 
Some falſe Machine that mov'd the ſpecious Scene. 
Btt grant it true; why was he not accuſed, 
Summon'd and call'd before tWall-judging Rome, 

And doom'd by Law ; if Rome can judge's King ? 

Had he been weighed in Juſtice equal Ballance, 

And found too light, then to have hoiſt 

The mounting Scale, and tript him vp to Heaven 

Had been a Doom 

Worthy the Glory of the Triple Diadem. 

But to be kilPd by a Poyſoner and a Traytor, 

And leſs Crimes by greater Crimes be puniſh'd ; 

Yes, the whole Conclave hug him for the Fatt : 

| Cometo our Arms, tour Arms, dear Lord af Rhemes : 
We and our Saints are all your Debtors. 

Ang. Enough, my Lord ! 

Sax. Yet, what confounds all humane Senſe to think 
The Papal Crown's fixd on this Monſter's Brow : 
Nay, rais'd too by the Merit of a Poyſoner :' 

My Father's Blood advanced him to the Popedom 
Crown'd him Heaven's Vicar for Hell $ blackeft Murder. | 
' Avg. Yer hold, my Lord, 

Sax. With theſe damn'd Principles a begging Friar 
Shall ſtab a King, a lowſie tatter'd Monk - 

Be a Monarch's Judge and Execntioner. 

Is this the Juſtice of the Imperial Miter ? 
 Covents and wg thus are Rome's Tribunals, 
Daggers and _— are their Axe and Faſces , 
Palaces their Scaffolds, and the Prieftly Robe 


The Hang-qan's Livery. 
Enter Lorenzo, Prieſts and Officers. 


Lor. Seize him. 7 [They ſeize ins. 


Ang. Ha! What are theſe ? 

- Tor. Icometo tell you, that your loud-mouth'd Scandals 
 _ *Gaiuſt Rome, and Rome's Imperial Dignity 

Have pulled down vengeance on your Blaſphemies. 

It is his Holiacſs Pleaſure that you ſtand 


Foth 
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Both exeomimunicated and depoſed, 
Your Titles, Honours, Principalities 
All forfeited and loſt, no more the Duke 
Of Saxony, but a private MalefaQtor, 
Mineand Rome's Priſoner. 
Ang. Cruel Stars! 
Sax. Unhand me. 
... Tor. 'Tisto0 late. 
Sax. Too late! 
By what Authority, officious Slave, 
To thy proud Lord, am I thus baſely feiz'd, 
Againſt all Honour, Confcience, Law, Religion ? 
Oh, the inhoſpitable Walls of Rome ! 
Lor. By the Imperial Romar: Prelacy, 
In Juſtice to your 1mpious Execrations. | 
Sax. Traytor,'tis falſe, Rome's boaſting Tyrant lics. 
If I have done ill, I am a Sovereign Prince ; - 
 _— — - And faults of Princes ſtand 'accountable 
1” Only to Heaven ; and that too not till Death: 
But Rome can both depoſe and murder Kings ; 
So far that Pride that falſly ſtiles it ſelf 
Servant of Servants, borrows a Prerogative 
Above its God ; ſuch Blaſphemies arc lodged 
In this Infallible and Univerſal. 

Lor. Theſe dangerous Outrages ill fit your fate, 
But notwithſtanding all your juſt Deſerts, | 
Hear the ſoft ſounds of Mercy, which I bring : 
His tender Holineſs in commiſeration 
Both of your blooming Youth, and Princely Blood, 
Tells you by me, if proſtrate on your knees 
You implore Pardon both from Heaven and him ; 
That done, the bright Divinity of Rome 
Stoops from his Throne, and lays his Thunder by 
Teaccept your Penitence ; his Royal Mercy 
Shines pity on you. 

Sax. Qh this proud Church-Gaiant ! - 

Lor. This expiatory Sacrifice perform'd 
Your Honours, and your Freedom are reſtored. 
Sax.UnpirallePd Arrogance! Draw me, ſome Painter, 
This Church-Leviathan, draw him at full length ; 
In-ſome deep Ocean, bottomleſs as Hell, 

And wide' as Worlds for his vaſt Bulk to move in ; 
Paint- his each Breath a'Scorm, each owl a Tide, 
And every Guſt from his impetuous Noſtrils 

DS 
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A Mountain-Sea, then write Pope underneath. 
Lor. To this your Anſwer ? | 
Ang. Oh, my deareſt Lord, 
Remember you're the Sovereign Duke of Saxony; 
Move not one ſtep below your Princely- Honour 
To fave ten thouſand Lives. | 
Lor. A Divine Creature. | | 
And worth the pawning of a Soul t'enjoy. - [ Afiade. 
Ang. Let him go on, and lodge us in a Dungeon 
As far removed from Light as is the Pope from Heaven ; 
Before well ſtoop but to one abject thought, 
Or bend a Knee t'a Royal Father's Murderer. 
Lor. Gods ! a rare Girl ; a Prize, an excellent Prize; [[Afide. 
Sax.Light of my world, how charming is thy Pride? - 
But doubt not my beſt Life, when I do ought | 
Below the Glory of my Father's Son, 
- Sink me, juſt Heaven, below my Father's. Fate. 
ZT o-. Convey him hence. This Lady is my Charge. 
Sax.Muſt we two part ? Is this your Tyrants doom? 
Tor, Till fatisfatory Atonement's made 
To his offended Holineſs ſhe ne*er 
Muft ſee you more ; but that juſt Debt once paid, 
Then live and love for ever. 
Sax. Oh this'Thunder-ſtroak !. 
Ang. Faxewel, my Soul, my deareſt Lord, farewel : 
" Keep up your Courage, guard your Royal Honour : 
Think not one Thought below your Princely Birth 
To fave your Princeſs Life ; rather behold 
My martyr'd Blood bedew the ſprinkled Sky. 
Rather in Death's long Night, and the dark Grave 
Our Fame ſtill white,our unſtain'd Duſt we'll lay ; 
Than move inglorious t'a Nuptial Day. | 
Sax. My Heart's beſt Blood, and my Soul's deareſt Oracle, 
Farewel ; if Heaven e're joyns what Hell divides, 
We meet in Glory, or we part for ever.  ((Exennt ſever ally. 


SCENE IL 
The Conclave with the Ceremony of the Pope"s Inſtalment. 


Card. 1. Hail, Heaven's great Vicar, uncontrould Diſpoſer 
Of Crownsand Thrones both Temporal and Immortal. 

Card. 2. Thou Wanderer's Night-Star, and Belieyer's Sun 
| Of Glory EO hop NG 
Card. x1 


a 
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Card. 1. The Lord of Souls and Worlds, univerſal Head 
Of Empires, Principalities, Powers, Potentates. 
Card. 3. "Thou prop and pillar of Mortality. 
Card. 4x And Baſis of Eternity, all hail, 
Omnes. All hail. © 
Card. 2. To crown all theſe ; 
Thou Servant of the Servants of the Saints, 
All hail. 
Omnes, All hail. 
Card. 1. By thee the humble reigns, the proud dethroned ; 
The Loyal Profelyte fenced in with Glory, 
And the Apoſtatized Rebellious Herertick 
Shut out from Hopes and Heaven. 
Pope. My gracious Lords, ſince Romes Imperial Power: 
You to my undeſerving hand have given, | 
For my firſt Service to the Church and Heaven ; 
How have I merited the Prize-I have won, 
How little has my humble Nonage done ? 
When I 
In Saxons Blood did my young Hand embrue, 
*T was but the Snake 1 in my Cradle flew. 
But now our glorious Work begins ; oh Rome. - 
Our vaſt Herculean Labours are to come. 
; ' Card. 3. Spoke like the Lord of Rome, your God-like lf, 
The ſole Vicegerent of Omnipotence.. 
Pope. Romes ſacred Head, and Romes Supremacy }. 
Is the Worlds true invincible Alciats : 
+ Thoſe fabulous Wonders Story once did give 
Tothar feign'd Hero, in our Greatneſs live.. 
Error*s black Sink is that Augean Stable . 
Which Romes Divinity can only cleanke. - 
The growling Pagan and Fanatick Snarler, 
The vanquiſh'd Dogs of Hell, the numerous Heads: 
Of Schiſm and Herelie, the conquer'd Hyara ; 
And when 
We the rank Blood of Heretick Monarchs ſpill, | 
Tis then, *tis then 
Ve the true Nemzan Monſters kill : 
Vhen to ſumm all, to our ſole charge is given ; 
"he abſolute Truſt, and the whole weight of Heaven, 
he wearied Atlas we alone ſupply, : 
Ad on Romes Neck reits the ſupported Sky. {The Scene ſhits. 


Fins Aftus: Secundi. | 
| ACT. 
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| Pope, Lorenzo, Amiran. 


Pope JF "Hou look®ſt as if thou wouldſt ſurvey my Pomp,; 
How doſt thou like the Port our Greatneſs bears ? 
Do we not play the Royal Maſquerader nobly ? 
Lor. Aboveall admiration. Wonder it ſelf 
Mult want a Tongueto praiſe you to the Life ; 
And Time that eats up Monuments, wants Power 
To bound your deathleſs Fame. 
Pope, I thank thee, honeſt Flatterer. 
Lor. But, Madam, IS 
You know I've loved you almoſt two whole Years ; 
Yet what's moſt wondrous, even in your embraces, 
Am ignorant what Goddeſs I enjoy. 
Pye ſeen but the laſt Page of your great life ; 
The miraculous cauſe of your Sexes Transformation, 
Your ſetting out in your prodigious Race, 
And the firſt mover of your Orb of Glory, 
You have conceal'd from your poor Loyal Slave. 
Why thus reſerved, or why reſerved to me ? 
Be kind at laſt, and ſatisfie my long 
Juſt curioſity. Come bleſs my Ears, 
And let me read the mighty Volume through, 
Not that Lone three Drachmas wel the Story, 
Only I'd ſeem impertinently kin . 
Jabd br: abont he Ears of what I am weary of C [. Afde. 
To hide my Paſſion for the Saxon Dutcheſs : 
Perhaps indeed the Story may have Love in't, 
And that has kept it from my longing Ears : 
Alas, I am ſenſible you never came 
A Virgin to my Arms ; and you may ſafely 
And boldly own my happy Predeceſlors. 
I can't be Jealous of forſaken Rivals, 
Since now you're only mine. 
Pope, Well, my Lorenzo, 
Thou haſt conquer'd me. Attend, and glut thy wonder. 
Know I was born at Mertz in Germany, 
My Virgin Name Toarna Anglica, 
. . My Quality Noble, and my Fortunes ample, 
My Beauty dazling ; and to crown all theſe, 
My Soul was brighter than the Shrine that held it. 
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Heaven gave me thoſe prodigions depths of knowledge, 
That infinite Maſs of Senſe,” that with diſdain | 
] left my native barbarous Germa : 
To ſearch the Freaſures of the Learned Athens. 
*  Lor. Theſe Virtnes mark'd you out your Sexes. wonder. 
Pope, Yes,] already ſeem'd deſign'd for Greatneſs ; 
As many Languagesas Romes proud Hills ; 
My Virgin Nonage ſpoke. As many Arts and Sciences 
As the famed Stagyrite ſtudied to infpire [£ Ariforle and 
The Conqueror of the Univerſe, were mine. Alexander; 
'So far I fadom*d into Books, Men, Manners, 
Reaſon, Religions ; I could take all Forms : | 
The perfe& Chriſtian, or complete Philoſopher ; 
Could give the Earthand the Heavens firſt Foundation 
To Nature, or to Natures God at pleafure: 
Diſpute on both fides, and on both ſides vanquiſh. 
So fiir I ſtood for the World's awful Thunderer, 
Wits Goddeſs from my Brain already born. 
Lor. Your Story breeds amazement and delight. 
Pope, Thus far for a Scholar ; wy 
Now for a Traveller. Athens I left 
To pay a viſit to her younger, but 
Her fairer, and her prouder Siſter Rome. 
And thence EZ, 
I paſt through Jraly, Spain, France, Germany. 
Thus far I kept my Virgin Whiteneſs fair, 
Not but I had all | 
That high Spring Tide within my youthful Veins 
That burſts the Adamantine Walls of Honour, | 
And makes that Breach where Love and Ruine enter. 
But "twas my Pride preſerved my guarded Innocence. 
Who yields to Love, makes but vain man her Lord : 
And I who had ſtndied all the greatar Globe, 
Scorn'd to be Vaſſal to the leſſer World. 
Lor. But did that Pride continue ? 
Pope, No, Lorenzo, TORE. | DES; 
The Fort was ſtorm'd,and my proud Heart ſurrender'd. 
My Virgin-Spoils were the great Duke of Saxony? 


S. 
Lor. How, this young Prince's Father? were you both 
His Miſtreſs, and his Confeſlor ? | 
Pope, Attend me, | | 
And hear the wondrous tale. For two long Years 
'] lived a Lady in the Saxon Court, | Ek 
And the Dukes private Miſtreſs, undiſcovered. 
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\ Both by his Dutcheſs, that ſharp watchful Jur: 
And this young Prince, that; ſubtle Mercury, - ? 
D uring this. ſpace, by my curs'd Sexes Fate, 
That doats on its deſtruttion, my fond kindneſ; 
| Daily increas'd, grew to-that height, till Time 
Had blown a Spark-into a Conflagration. 
On tiyother ſide, this falſe ungrateful Duke's 
Declining Love decreas'd as faſt;  _ 
Degenerated to that monſtrous Coldneſs, 
Till like the North, he froze before my Sun. 
Lor. This Inhumanity was more than barbaroys. 
Pope. And I rewarded him like a Barbarian. 
At laſt my Patience, Reaſon, Kindneſs, all | 
Tired out, my lighted Loveat length converted 
To the moſt mortal hate, rage and revenge. 
*T was then | left his Court. 
Lar. Bravely refolved ! 
. Pope. And weary of my own deteſted ſhape, 
I took the habit of a Man, and entred | 
I'tt» Order of the BenediQtine Monks. 
_ Page. gut why a Monk ? Why not ta Nunnery ? 
That laſt retreat of all diſtreſſed Sinners. 
Where the poor Nymph flies her falſe Shepherd's Arms, 
Mourns her neglected Sighs, and fading Charms. 
To a Church-Anthem tunes ther tender Cries ; 
Whilſt like tlYexpiring Swan ſhe ſings and dies. 
Lor. Yes, Madam, why not to a Nunnery ? 
Pope. No ; thathad been thave publiſ®d my deſpair, 
- And given th'infulting Duke too great a Triumph. 
Beſides a Prieſt was th'Engine for my vengeance. 
Thus mask*d and ſhrowded in his borrowed Ruſlet, 
Back to the Court .1 went, in hopes, if poſlible 
To trace the haunts of that petfidious Duke, 
And learn the fatal Face that had deſtroyed me.. 
For well I feared ſome interpoſing Miſtreſs 
Had been the Cauſe of my eclipſing Luſtre : 
And mark bow Fortune proſper*d my Deſign. 
It happened the Dukes Ghoſtly Father died ; 
And I by my- kind Stars, ſtruck in, 
" And was moſt fortunately made his Succeſldr. 
Lor. Moſt admirable ! 
Pope. Thus by being his Confeſfor, 
His boſom, and his Soul was all my own, 
. My long Prophetick-Fearsprov'd but too true ; 
A Beauteous Saxon Lady, called Leonora, 


Was 
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Was the curſt Raviſher of all my Joys. 
- © Lox. Butcould you keep your Perſon and your Voice 
Still undiſcoverd : | 
Pope. Oh, an abſolute Protexs ! 
Bore my Diſguiſe ſo well. —In ſhort, his Love 
To this new Face, unlike my harder Fate, 
Took every day new Fire, out-ran all Bounds, 
And flow'd as faſt as eer.it ebb'd to Me. _ 
Whilſt I by being his Prieſt, his Conſcience Confident, 
Was Baw1 to that Intrigue that had undone Me. 
This {well'd my Gall into the rankeſt Malice, - 
And made ny Blood ferment. into a Fury. 
And then I laid the Plot for his Deſtructioa. 
In the Duke's Name I held a Correſpondence 
With Damaſus the German Heretick. 
Lor. In the Dukes Name ? Was not the Duke himſelf 
In the Conſpiracy ? 
Pope. By Jove, not he. | 
Lor. Was that your mighty Cauſe before the Conclave ?—— 
Pope. Cheat, Artifice, all Trick. The Duke, poor Man, 
Knew not one Syllable of the Confederacy. - Se 
I treated with the Germaz, promis'd him 
In the Dukes Name, Rebellions, Mutinies, 
To break the Roman Yoke, renounce the Pope, 
And draw all Saxony to the Revolt. | 
I was the Prince's private Secretary, 
I writ alf Letters, order'd all Returns 
To be directed to my hand, his Letters 
To th' Duke inclos'd in mine ; and thus T gaiird 
The niceſt Point of the exquiſite Treaſon. 
At laſt to conſummate my full Revenge, 
I fairly poyſon'd him. 
Lor. Beyond all Preſident ! 
_ Never was ſlighted Lady ſo revenged, 
Or a loſt Game ſo play*d. 
Pope. *T was great, 'twas excellent. 
And the Succeſs rewards me with a Diadem. 
What nobler Heights, or what ſublimer Glories | 
Than what Revenge and Treaſon have atchueved ? 
Did not the Superſtitious Ancients give 
Their univerſal Godhead to a Traytor ? 
When depoſed Saturn from his Seat was driven, 
7ove, the proud Rebel, ſciz'd the Throge of Heaven. 
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__ , _ Enter Saxony, led tal FED £0 0037 
Lor, To my fair Priſoner. This bleſt honr's my own: - TExir. 
Pope. Saxon, I ſent for thee to let thee know, = 
Thy Blaſphemies have pierc'd tl'Eternal Ear ; 
Thy loud licentions Tongue '*gainft Us and Our 
Unſpotted Chnrch, our ever holy Mother | 
Would juſtly thruſt thee, a rebellious Son, 
For ever baniſh'd from the Realms of Bliſs ; 
Did not our Royal interpoſing Mercy | 
Step in between thy angry God and thee. - | 
Sax. Gygantick Arrogance ! Match me this Pride, [Afde. 
Since his firſt proud Original, the great Lucifer | 


- Lei his bright Hoſt againſt thimmortal Throne. 


Pope. But Saxon, Peace and Safety wall thee round, 
Heavens and Our Pardon on thy Knees implored, 
We and our mjured Church 'vouchſafe to look 
With Eyes of Pity, open our ſealed Gates 
To a repenting Fugitive, reſtore 
Thy forfeit Crown, and no tefs forfeit Soul. 

Sax. And would the gilded Pageantry of Reme, 


> That upſtart Idol call'd a Pope, 


Make the great Duke of Saxomy © 
Crouch like a Slave, and bend his abject knee 
To his Royal Father's Murderer ? | 

Pope. How, bold Blaſphemer /! 

Sax. Yes, bolder Poyſoner, to my Father's Traitor. 
Bur dares thy Baſeneſs think the Souls of Princes ; 
Form'd of that Indian Mold to kneel to Devils ? 

Pope. Ha! | | 

Sax. Look big, ſtrat on , yes, baſe-born Greatneſs, do ; 
Like the black Prince of th' Air, o'erlook the world beneath thee. 
But let thy Conſcience tell thy vaunting Pride, 

That thinks it ſelf the Cedar of the Grove, - 
That thou art only a rank Church-yard-Cypreſs,. 
Rooted and planted among Tombs and QCharnels; 
You ſuck'd your Verdure from my Father's Grave. 
A Princes Murder rais'd you to your Throne, 

And paid a Traytor's wages with a Crown. 

Pope. Audacious Impudence ! Poor crawling Inſe&t ! 
But Iam too tame, and ſhame the Throne that holds me ; 
I tell thee, Saxo0, thou ſhalt groan in Chains. * 

Sa». I tell thee, Prieſt, thou lieft, I ſcorn to groan. 
Load me with Shackles, torture me with Racks, - 

As numberleſs asare thy Crimes, rank Prelate, 


- And know to the confufion of thy Pride, My 


— 
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My Body is 8 hard-as.is thy Conſcience, - 
And fcorns to groari as much as thou. 

Pope. Silence his Outrage in a Jayl, away with him. 

Sax. A Jayl! Stay Slaves, uſurping Tyrant, tell me 
By what Authority the Power of hom 6 
Commands the Fortunes, Crowns and Lives of Princes. 
And thou that falſly ſtileſt thy ſelf a Church-man,  . 
Dareſt break a Sacrament of Heayen, divorce 
The facred Partner of my Joys and Me ? - 
.-' Pope. The Livesand Crowns of Princes, what are they, 
But the Creation .of our Breath? : Shall we, ef 
Who from immediate Heaven deriv'd,have right 
To make or unmake Saints, want Power t'enthrone 
Or depoſe Kings, diſpoſe of Crowns above, 
And yet not place 'em here ; command Eternity, 
And have Mortality controul us ? m5 
But do I talk, like a deſcending God, 


| Stoop to converſe with poor and humble Duſt ? 


Dull Slaves away. - 
Sax. Yet ſtay, deſcending God, 
And hear what Altar I intend to build thee. 
If *tis decreed my ſhort-liv'd Blaze of Glory, 
A martyr'd Princes Lite like a poor Taper | 
Muſt be puffed out by that baſe poy ſonous blaſt, 
That vengeance which my fetter'd Arms want power 
To give, 1 will entail upon my Heirs. 


. Now by my R6yal murder.'d Father*s Blood, 


Whoſe each leaſt drop out-weighs thy Soul, lewd Prieſt, 
He is a Baſtard to the Blood of. Saxony, 


. That ſhall not croſs himſelf but at thy Name = 
With greater dread than to face an Hoſt of Devils ; 


And in each Morning-Letany he makes, | . 
He ſhall place thee before Wars, Plagues and Famines 3 


Whillt his each Bead that Urops a Prayer to Heaven, 


- Shall blend a Curſe to thee. Nay,- you ſhall hear me. 


Pope. Ye Gods, his Father's Shape, his Face, his Meen. [ Afar. 
Sax. By Heavens, the very Girls through all my Saxozy, 
That have no weapons above their Needles, : 
Shall in revenge of thy deteited Name, 


. Limb that curſt Head in their embroydered Toys, 


And execute that Monſter in Eftigie. 
Pope. His Father's Spitit too ! Gods | with what courage [A/tac. 


- He ſtems that Torrent that he knows-can drown him ? . 
Tis bold, *ris bravely bold. Where am I going ? 
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"ey Nay, by my Soul, I will bequeath 1 my Dukedom. 
To Painters and Engravers to revenge me. 
There's not that humbleft Roof in al the Principality 
©f Saxony, that ſhall not have thy face 
Drawn tothe life in Hell. Nay, every Portal 
To a Stable, or a Jakes 2: | A 
Shall have thy Picture drawnn ibbet. Fr 
Pope.Remove that frantick Railer from our preſence; 
And lodge the feeble Snarler in a Dungeon. | 
Oh ſtay my fluttering Soul.  [Jſfpde. 
Sax. Yes, Fire and Fagot, Prieſt, to a Dungeon : : 
Remove me from that Gorgon Pope, 
, That fiery ſcorching Dog-ſtar of the world, 
His Peſtilential Aizs too hot to breath in: ( Exit, forced out by 
* Manent only the Pope and Page. the Officers. 
Pope. How doſt thou like this fierce, this He&oring Duke * 
Methinks he ſtands my Rage like a Corinthian 
C oofſus, bears his Brow high as that Cloud 
That thunders round his Head, and his unſhaken Feet. 
O'er-ſtride a Tempeſ?, and a Sea beneath him. 
Is he not bold, is he not truly brave ? 
Page. Bolder and braver than a dying Saint, 
And no leſs conſtant. So th*undaunted Martyr 
Smiles at the Stake, and triumphs in the Fire 
Whilſt his high Cauſe does his great Soul inſpire. 
If I may ſpeak my thoughts of him, 
Like him. better than his Fate. 
Pope.Oh Girl,thou haſt touch*d me to the very heart. 
His Father*s Courage, Form, his Father all z 
Thoſe very,eyes that ſtabb'd my Virgin-Soul. 
Oh Amiranh,thy Miſtreſs is undone. 
I killd the Father, and now now ove the San. 
Page. How Madam !_ 
Pope. Gorg'd with the Fountain,” for the Stream I thirſt. 
And teeming with th*'unnatural Monſter, burſt. (Ext. 
Page. Where will this end: 2 If ſhe goes on, this ſtrange 
And monſtrous Fever can't but end in Ruine. 
Oh Saxony, if thou haſt ſuch powerful Charms, 
Thy Eyes thy Father*s Vengeance will purſue, 
And act what thy weak Arm could never do. (Exit. 
Enter Pope atone. 
Pope. How am I loſt in my umpoſlible 
Deſires ? Idie for the Duke of Saxony ; 
Die for that very man of th* whote Greation, 
1 hat in my caſe my fatal Circumſtances With 
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Withall the mighty folid Bars between ugy.. 
I with leſs eaſe or hope can think t7enjoy, 
Than I could take a Lodging with a Salamander. 
Suppoſe his Virtues ſtood not in my way 3 - 
But like his Father's were as weak and calie 
To be ſubdued ; yet I of all my Sex .. 
For ever muſt deſpair : Through all diſguiſes 
' Helll track the Features of his Father's Poyſoner. 
But grant it poſſible I could deceive him, | 
Can I deceive my old Domeſtick Jaylor 
Lorenzo, that ſtale, Rifler of: my pleaſures? -_. 
The very man, who when I ſtoop'd to make hip. 
Slave to my Luſt, at the ſame hour.I made him 
Lord of my Life: on both ſides Iam undone, . 
I ſtarve at ſhore, and.if I launch, I drown. 
Enter Lorenzo and Angeline. 

What have we here? _ | ( Abſconding 7 

Angel. Becauſe my cruel Stars think fit to wake | D 
My Lord and Me your Tyrant Maſter's prey: | 
Becauſe our Lives and Crowns the droſs- of Princes 
A prophanc hand may reach, dare you preſume, 
Audacious Slave, to think my Sofa Four prize, 
And talk of Love to me ? 

Lor. Madam, I know . | « " 
Our infinite diſtance, own your higher Sphere. | | 
Yet Slaves may barter with an Emperor , 
And ſella Jewel to adorn a Crown ; 
Madam, I do not ask your Love for Love ; 
I bring a price to purchaſe your AﬀeRion, Do 
Would buy your Favour with your HRC Lite. 

Ang. My Husband's Life! 

Lor. Yes, Madam, | 

Pope. Excellent. =” 

Lor. You know my.Interelt in his Holineſs ; 
*Tis in my power to re-inſtal your Lord 
In all his Glories' bribe me with your Love, 
And by all that Heaven which thoſe warm ſmilescan give; , 
PI burſt his Chains, diſpel his gloomy Fate, 
Preſent him with his Liberty and Crawn. 

Ang. And daresthe Hell-hound breath this Blaſphemy 3 © 
No ; execute your ſavage Tyrants doom ; 
And lay that Royal Plle of Majeſty 
Low as the Duſt. Better my Princely Lord  * 
With all the Loads of Shame and Racks ſhopld die, | 
Thaa the leaſt ſpot ſhould tain his Princeſs heart. Lor.- 
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Zor. Horror and Death. © [| Diſcovtring'the Pope. * 


Retire ſweet Excellence, [Pmts Ahgeline 04, and locks hey 
All ſhall be well, al ſhall be ſafe. into another Room. 


Pope. So my brisk Yonth, I ſee my Favours have not 
Been thrown away upon yot; you've improvd | 
Your Manhood, and the rich Court-paſture 
Agrees with your warm Blood. SS | 
:  Lor, Curſt Accident ! | 
Now could I ſwear and lie, but towhat parpoſe? © ' (Aſide, 
She has caught me in my. Villany. | 2 
Pope. Why ſo profound a filetice ? Have her Charms 
And your new Extaſies quite ftrpck you'damb. © 
Lor. Madam, t'abufe you, and deny or leffen 
Offences, would be to increaſe their Guilt. _ 
And not t'incur that blame, forgive tre when T tell you, 
By your command [ ſeiz'd that beanteons prize, 
And ſhe has made Reprizals of my Heart.  _ = 
Pope. Oh black ingratitnde ! Havel advariced - 
This low-born Infidel, preferr"Thim, loved him, 
Only to nurſe a Traitor ? = | 
Lor. Why a Traitor ? 
I own your favours all ; own *em with Reverence, - 
And like the grateful Perſia», I adore + 50+ | 
That Sun thet lighted and warm'd me into Life ; -_ 
Yet Maws but Mart; and though our humaneBreafts 
Are fill'd ; filPd up with Hottour, Gratitude, 
Devotion, all thoſe manly, maſſie Virtues, | 
Yet Love's that ſtrange Mercurial part of Sonuts, 
It ſubtly creeps ron all, and glides through every pore.— 
And I ſhould play the Hypocrite not to own 
I ſigh and die for that illuſtrious Face. ' | 
Pope. Oh, you"rean Artiſt at a treacherous Argument. 
_ But by my Glory, Þy that powerful Glory | 
That firſt exhal'd thee from thy humble Earth, 
And rais'd thee up intoa ſhining Meteor, 
Fil lay thee in thy native Dirt. | 
Lor.. How, Madam ? | 
Pope. By all my hopes Il dot. 
-Lor. Doif you dare * br 
Pope. Do youthink to fright me?- Yes, miſtaken Slave, 
I will diſrobe you of yotir Niinlts Plumes. .* 4:70 
Lor. Yes, do, Majeſtick Vanity ; ſoar like 
The Bird of Jove, keep on yout Airy Flight ; 
But know Eg | Ro | 
High as you are, thete's a-yaſt Gulph beneath you : © Tam 
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I am the Wax cements your borrow'd Wings, 
And when you melt me off, you fink and drown.” 

Pope. Then you'll betray me. Arg we bravd and hector'd, 
And ſhall that hold my Daſtard Arm? | 
Sink Honour, Power, Life, Greatneſs, periſh all 
PH be reveng'd or die. ' Who waits there ? 


There ſeize that Rebel. 
Enter Attendauts. (They ſeize bins. 


Lor. And dare you put in ation what you threaten. == 


Pope. You ſee I dare. 


Lor. Bid *em withdrayv.. 
Pope, Withdraw. : (Extane Attendants, 


Lor. Thus'low Iown your ſacred vengeance juſt. 
But Mercy is the nobleſt Attribute 
Where Beauty's the Divinity. And —— 
Can you forgive me ? | 

Pope. Can you firſt remember - 
How I have loved you ? 
I hada little Beauty to endear you ; 
Love have had infinite, and Truth unipeakable. 
And to all theſe - PRES, 
The Princely Fortunes of a Rowzas Prelate, 
Teexhauſt in our Delights, and to fom all 
My Royal Bounties in one word ; 

My Traitor ſhares my Crown ; yet not theſe Bonds can hold you. 
Lor. Oh, Madam, you reproach my infidelity 
So well, you make my wandring Eyes look inwards, 
And view my hated Guilt with ſhame and horror. 

Pope. All other yielding Ladies only hazard 
A little Fame, and meet their happy Lovers 
On Beds of Down, but 1 have done more for you, 
Have hazarded my Honour and my Head ; 
For with my Sex I truſt you with my Life: 
And can you play the Traitor to fuch:Love, 
T a Heart ſo generous, and ſo true ? 


Lor. No more. 
From this bleſt hour Fll loath that fair Inchantrefſs, . 


View her bright Trefles as the Snakes of Furies, 
And come a perfe& Convert to theſe Arms. 
Pope. Now you are good. 
Loy. Pill ſhun the dangerous Qpickſand, Ir 
Steer'd by theſe Eyes, fhall all my Streamers flie :* _ 
And as 
The wandring Voyager come ſafe to Shoar, | 
Pays his beſt Thanks to Heaven for his Return: - - At- 
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All my Loves Incenſe to this Saint ſhall burn. 

Pope. And will you love me ſtill ? 

Lor. Not Ceſar?s Spoils, - 
Nor Alexande*'s World ſhall Thake my Faith. 
Not the bright Ruler of the Day, , . 
Should he reſign the Chariot of the Sun, 
Shall bribe one Thought aſtray. FS 

Pope. You make moſt wonderful large Promiſes ; 
But can you keep em ? 

Lor. Can you doubt me now ? 

Pope. But Sir, the time may come ; 
When you ſhall think me old. 

Lor. Oh never. 

Pope. Yes.. 
The time will come when in your reſtleſs thoughts 
You will look back on what I have made you loſe, 
Then cry you've had me long : Time and Enjoyment 
Have worn the Pleaſure dull. But could I, 
Could I forgo the charming Avzgeline. 

Lor. Why this unkind ſuſpicion ? 

Pope. Well, PIl be generous, and believe your heart 
Securely mine. Yet this Iam bound to ſay, 
I ought a little to excuſe your frailty, 
When you had ſuch a Conqueror. Envy it ſelf 
- Muſt own her fair, fair to a Miracle. 
A Prodigy of Beauty. 

Lor. Yes indeed 
She's very fair. | 

Pope. No wonder now that the loud ſpreading glory 
Of the incomparable Angeline, 
The far fam*d Roman Princeſs charm'd her Duke 
From out his diſtant-Germany. A Cauſe 
Enough to have fired a ſeeond Hannibal 
O'er the cold Alpes, when Rome had ſuch a prize. 

Yet ſtay | 
* I ſhould be loath todraw her PiQure 
Above the Life. Lorenzo, prethee tell Me, 
I think Ido not flatter. 

Lor. Truly, Madam, 
Not much, Yi 

Pope.No 3 ſhe's the Miſt ceſs of thoſe vaſt perfeQtions, 
As Nature ne'er deſign'd for common Conquelts : 
Methinks I could walk o'er that ample Field of Beauty, 
Survey her all, then tell me ſhe has a Brow 
All Mijeſty, and yet withal fo full 
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Of innocent ſweetneſs, that methinks her Looks 
Darting through thawful Glories of her Eyes 
Smile like an Infant in an Angel's Boſom. ; 
Lor. What divine Muſick's this ? [Afide. 
Pope. Then ſhe has an Eye 
So ſparkling as might charm an Anchoret : 
In his cold Cell even Age it ſelf infpire, 
And his ſtarv'd Veins ferment into a Fire. 
And ſhe has a Meen 
Loy. Oh hold, my wounds are freſh, 
And my diſtemper*d Soul but newly heal'd : 
And if you ſtill purſue this dangerous Theme, 
I ſhall relapſe into my burning Fever, 
And light th'unhallow'd dying Fires again. WEE 
Pope. To count up all her Charms, ſhe has a Beauty 
Enough tattraQ all Eyes, all Hearts, | 
Exhal'd like Morning-Dew before the Sun. 
Lor. Madam,no more, you've talk'd till I'm undone. 
Pope. Yes, have we ſo ; now where's your high-flown Raptures ? 
Not the bright Ruler of the Day 
Should he reſign the Chariot of the Sun—— 
Lor. Yet ſtop. 4 h 
Popk. Now Vows, now Faith, whereare you ? where's 
Your Ceſar's Spoils, and Alexander's World : 
That could not bribe one thonght aſtray ? 
Lor. Dear Madam, 
If you have pity, hold. 
Pope. Nay, you ſhall hear me. 
Oh unexampled Perjury ! But now 
Attend, and liſten to your puniſhment. 
Lor. Be merciful. | | 
Pope. You ſhall enjoy this Princeſs. , 
Lor. How Madam .? 
Pope. By my life you ſhall enjoy her. 
Nay, do not ſtart ;_ know I have only ated 
The ſeeming Thunderer, and wrought you up 
Toall this full confeſſion of your Falſhood, 
Have made this Trial of your Faith to find you, 
That very thing my raviſh'd Soul could wiſh you : 
For now I dare with greater boldneſs tell you , 
I love her Lord, love the great Duke of Saxony 
With fiercer Fires, than you his charming Duchels. 
And when I give you leaveto obtain your wiſhes, 
You mult be juſt, and aid me to crowa mine. ; 
Lax. Are you in Earneſt ? F Dope. 


FR. 
Pepe. By my Royalty Fam © © 
Storm on, and conquer, - melt her frozen'Virtue, 
And love and ſurfeit like areveling God: 
Lor. Let me embrace your Knees, « | 
What can I do to pay you for this kindfiefs ? 
I am too tardy in my Gratitude: - 
Say, ſhall I bring the Saxon toyour'Be? 
By Jupiter Tl drag him to your Arms: 
And when your riotous Love, like a keen Eagle 
Has ſoared ſo long, till one dnfl Quarry tires you, : 
Chuſe out freſh Game, new Youth, new Veins to pleaſe yout 
Survey your Kome, look'round your ample-world; | 
Mark out that face that you defign for Sacrifice, 
By Heaven's bright Throne tis yours: 
Pope. Thanks; deaf Zorerzyo,: 
This is extreamly kind. But, oh! I love 
Where all Attempts, an&evenalt Hopes-are vain. 
My Wings are pinnion'd; - and my Feetate chaii'd, 
And the broad 'Gulph between ns 1s unpaſlable.- 
Lor. Madam, *tis true, yor”ve a hard Gameto play : 
But don't deſpair : for niethinks there*s-ſoniething/ 
Prophetick in my working Soul that tells me 
I ſhall do wonders in your Cauſe, when Angthne 
Is my Reward ; and when my ative Brain 
Has form'd that great Mimrva' ( for, by Heavens 
He mult and ſhall be yours 3) Know, Madam, 
PII bring you to his Arms with as much pleaſure 
As ever I received you in my own. | 
Pope. Why, this is as it ſhould+ he! Why ſhould- we 
Who've loved and loved til-we have palPd- our &ppetites, 
Drawn off Love's NeQar to the dregs, be Slayes: 
To ſenſleſs Conſtancy ? Give me a looſe 
In Pleaſures uncontrouled, unlimited 
As Ocean Tides, whoſe wanton Bfllows roar, 
Rove, and roll on to the WorPds utmoſt Shore. 
Theſe, theſe are my Principles. e-- 
Lor. By Heavens, and mme. 


Pope. Give me your hand; henceforward let our Wills 


Admit no Bounds, onr Pleafures no controul : 
In our delights let old Romes Glory ſhine, 
Thou the brisk Tarquin, I the wanton: Meſſaline. 


[Exennt. 
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The Scene a Priſon, which opening, diſcavers variety of Hereticks in 
. ſeveral Torteres. 
 Heretick 1. Oh for a Sword, a Dagger through.my heart. Oh! 
zHer..2. Savage Tormenters, hold ; Oh! - | (Groans, 
Her. 3. Barbarian Devils !, oh'! | 
Prieſt. Peace Heretick, or I ſhall burn that Tongue out, 
Theſe lingring Torments are but lent in kindneſs 
\T'inure you for damnation. 
Her. 3. Tyrant Monſters. 
Prieft 1. When your Apoſtacy from Truth and Heaven 
Has light your ſcorching Souls, you'll find Hell hotter. 
Enter the Duke of Saxony, . brought in by Officers. 
Sax. Where am I brought ? T"a Roman Priſon ?. Death ! 
Is this the Place ?. Hold, .Miniſter of Horror, 
Why all this Cruelty 3 ? 
Prieſt 1. ASk when you feel it. 
Sax. Bold Slave, is this an anſwer for a Prince ? 
Prieft 1. Bold Prince, is this-a queſtion for a Prieſt ? 
A Prince! a Pigmey 3. poor .gay Fool, examine 
Your Circumſtances, and this Place 3 and then 
Ask who's the Slave, dull Dotard, thou or 1? 
Sax. Traytor, Pl! tear thy heart out. [ Offers at him. 
Prieft 1. Seize the Mad-man. [They ſeize Saxony. 
Nay, do not ſwagger ; ; If you are ſo hot, | | 
We'll cool you &er we part. 
Sax. Gods! am I ſeiz'd 
And brav'd by.Raſcals ? 
1 Prieſt. Inſolent Earth afd Aſhes, 
Do you know, who "tis. we are ? 
Sax. Yes, Rufhans,.. wondrous well ; 
'The Popes. Edge-tools, the Armour of the Beaſt ; 
The Scales and Tail of that huge monſtrous Hydra : : 
And whenſoer his. boyling Venom hiſles, 
| You ſting and kill : Ye rank infeQtious Limbs —— 
But, Gods! that I ſhould ſtoop to ſcold with Villains! 
Patience, if ever thou.wert a-Royal Virtue, 
Keep in my Gall, and. make my Rage burn inwards. 
2 Prieſt. Bold Lord, you take a wondrous Privilege, 
To talk thus rudely 
To the Maſters of your Fate. Think where you ſtand. 
Sax. Yes, Prieſt, in the Popes Shambles ; , 
Yes, Iam ſhared ; now, Pope, thou haſt meAafe: 
The ſcorn of Fortune, and the ſport of Villains. 
So when the Princely Lion's in the Toil, 
: Fach Cur dares bark at him. 'F 2 --._ - Bxtey 
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Enter Lorenzo: 
"What makes him here? How ! new Tormenters ftill! 


Lor. No Royal Sir. Leave us alone. ( Exennt all but 
Sax. What now ! Sax. and Lor. 
Speak, what new Storm ? this Monſter ne*er fails by, - 
But where the ſtream runs Blood. 
Lor. Ne more that Monſter. 
Behold an humble Penitent at your Feet. . [Kneels. 


Moſt injur*d Majeſty, my trembling Sout 
Droops at your Fate. 

Sax. A very excellent Mask ! 

Lor. Sir, to remove all thoughts 
Of ſuch Hypocriſie,—Bring in that Lady. 


| Angeline 5s brought. in vail*'d ,, which upon her entrance, fhe pulls off 


Here be as happy as thoſe Charms can make you. 

Sax. My ſweeteſt Angeline 7 

Ang. My Lord, my Life !— 

Sax, Nay, Sir, talk on ; perhaps tow maift be —_— 
<ince theſe are thy Credentials. 

Lor. Yes, my Lord, 

] am. 

Sax. Indeed thou ſhouldſt be ſo ; for ſure 

No treacherous hand could make me ſucha Preſent - 
Yet I have had ſuch wrongs, ſo much foul Play, 
That 1 miſtruſt the faireſt Caſt of Fortune; 
And ſome new Plot may lurk even in theſe Arms. 

Speak ; is there Heav®n or Hell within this Circle ? 

Lor. Heavn, Sir, if ſhe can give it you. Byall 
My hopes, Iam your Slave; my Tyrant Lord. | 
The Popes Barbarity, and your hard Fortunes, have ſo perfect ty 
Converted me, that as an expiation 

Of my paft Crim2s, with hazard of my Life, 
I bring this Lady to your Arms. 

Ang. Nay, Sir, .. 

If there be Truth in Oaths, he has ſworn fo heartily, 
That ſure this pleaſing Viſion mult be true. 

Lor. 1 muſt be brief ; there's danger in my ſtay* 
Know then, the cruel Pope, my much loath'd Maſter, 
Continues ſtill almoſt inexorabtle ; 

Yet though you are lodg'd within this diſmal Scene 

Of Tyranny, I have prevaiFd fo far, 

That no Barbarity to your Royal Perſon 

Shall here be offered you : Your Freedom only 

Denicd ; and that's not in my pow r to give; Ind 


And yet in time I hope t'obtain that too. 
For by my Soul, ifall my Art and Intereſt 
Can ſerve you, Ii reſtore your clouded Brightnefs 
To all its Luſtre : and that too, without _ 
Your leaſt ſubmiſſion t'an unprincely thought, 
Below the honour of the Duke of Saxony. 

Sax. Let me embrace this Miracle of Goodneſs. 


This is ſo ſtrangely kind ! | Enter Amiran 


Amir. \Oh, Sir, take heed ! | 
A general Murmur runs thro? all the Princes Jaylors, 
To know why you have broken their ſtri& Orders, 
And brought a Lady to their Royal Priſoner. 
Ang.And can there. be that ſtorm mult part ns now-? 
Lor. Sir, though your Jaylors are too numerous ; 
To be all brib'd, and Faith in multitudes-. | 
Can never be repos ; yet I have found 
One honeſt Prieft amongſt them:him I have made mine, 
Made mine by Gold and though this fatal place 
To this fair Gueſt is now forbidden ground, 
And I muſt take her from you ; yet at night, . 
A dark-and ſafer hour, | (2:1 
By his aſliſtance, through a private door, 
This Page ſhall bring your Princefs to your Bed--. 
Alas, this homely Palace does ill ſute 
Your Royal Joys ;: yet that Love will excuſe ; - 
And no little tranſport to my.Soul,. 
That *tis within my power to make you happy. : 
Sax.Never did Friendſhip equv:1 thine; thou beſt— 


Lor. Nay, Sir, no thanks ; *tis more than I deſerve : - 


For the whole ſtudy of my Life to ſerve you,. 
Is but th*atonement of my greater guilt. 


| Bat one thing, Sir, I had forgot to tetl you : 


Take heed that youare filent in your Loves; 
For there are many dangerous Ears around you, 
Anda diſcovery may coſt | 
Your loyal Slave his Head. 

Sax. Oh, fear not that. . | 


Lor. We muſt make haſte, our-danger calls us hence.-. : 


Ang. Farewel, my deareſt Lord. . . 

Sax, Till Night, farewel. [1001 
Night, did I fay ? No, dazling Brightneſs, no ; 
Thy Sweets drive Sorrows, Pains, and Shades away : . 
And in thy Aras "tis everlaſting Day. 


ACN. 
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| Enter Lorenzo. 
-What makes him here? How ! new Tormenters fill? 


Lor. No Royal Sir. Leave us alone. ( Exennt all but 
Sax. What now ! Sax. 4nd Lot. 
Speak, what new Storm ? this Monſter ne*er fails by, 
But where the ſtream runs Blood. 
Lor. Ne more that Monſter. 
Behold an humble Penitent at your Feet. ; [Kneels. 


Moſt injur*d Majeſty, my trembling Soul 
Droops at your Fate. 

Sax. A very excellent Mask ! 

Lor. Sir, to remove all thoughts 
Of ſuch Hypocriſfie, —Bring in that Lady. 


| &ngeline s brought in vail'd ;, which upon her entrance, fbe pulls of 


Here be as happy as thoſe Charms can make you. 

Sax. My ſweeteſt mn ro f 

Ang. My Lord, my Life !— 

Sax. Nay, Sir, talk on ; perhaps than maiſft be honeſt, 
<ince theſe are thy Credentials. 
 Lor. Yes, my Lord, 

] am. 

Sax. Indeed thou ſhouldſt be fo ; for ſure 

No treacherous hand could make me ſucha Preſent - 
Yet [ have had ſuch wrongs, ſo much foul Play, 
That 1 miſtruſt the faireſt Caſt of Fortune; - 
And ſome new Plot may lurk even in theſe Arms. 

Speak ; is there Heav®n or Hell within this Circle ? 

Lor. Heavn, Sir, if ſhe can give it you. Byall 
My hopes, Iam your Slave; my Tyrant Lord. | 
The Popes Barbarity, and your hard Fortunes, have ſo perfet ty 
Converted me, that as an expiation 
Of my paft Crim:s, with hazard of my Life, 

I bring this Lady to your Arms. 

Ang. Nay, Sir, . 

If there be Truth in Oaths, he has ſworn fo heartily, 
That ſure this pleaſing Viſion mult be true. 

Lor. 1 muſt be brief ; there's danger in my ſtay* 
Know then, the cruel Pope, my much loath'd Maſter, 
Continues ſtill almoſt inexorabte ; 

Yet though you are lodg'd within this diſmal Scene 

Of Tyranny, I have prevaiFd fo far, 

That no Barbarity to your Royal Perſon 

Shall here be offered you : Your Freedom only 

Denied; and that's not in my pow' I to give: Jnd 


And yet in time I hope Cobtain that too. 
For by my Soul, if all my Art and Intereſt 
Can ſerve you, Ill reſtore your clouded Brightnefs 
Toall its Luſtre : and that too, without 
Your leaſt ſubmiſſion t'an unprincely thought, 
Below the honour of the Duke of Saxony. 

Sax. Let me embrace this Miracle of Goodneſs. 


This is ſo ſtrangely kind ! ; _ Emer Amiran, 


Amir. \Oh, Sir, take heed! 
A general Murmur runs thro? all the Princes Jaylors, 
To know why you have broken their ſtri& Orders, 
And brought a Lady to their Royal Priſoner. 


Ang.And can there. be that ſtorm mult part ns now-? 


Lor. Sir, though your Jaylors are too numerous. 
To be all brib'd, and Faith in multitudes-. 
Can never be repos ; yet I have found 
One honeſt Prieft amongſt them:him I have made mine, 
Made mine by Gald; and though this fatal place 
To this fair Gueſt is now forbidden ground, 
And I muſt take her from you ; yet at night, . 
A dark-and ſafer hour, . | (2.131 
By his aſliſtance, through a private door, 
This Page ſhall bring your Princefs to your Bed--. 
Alas, this homely Palace does ill ſute 
Your Royal Joys ;: yet that Love will excuſe ; - 
And no little tranſport to my. Soul,. 
That "tis within my power to make you happy. :. 
Sax.Never did Friendſhip equal thine; thou beſt— 


Lor. Nay, Sir, no thanks ; *tis more than I deſerve : - 


For the whole ſtudy of my Life to ſerve you, 
Is but th*atonement of my greater guilt. 
| Bat one thing, Sir, I had forgot to tetl you : 
Take heed that youare filent in your Loves; 
For there are many dangerous Ears around you, 
Anda diſcovery may coſt 
Your loyal Slave his Head. 
Sax. Oh, fear not that. . | 


Lor. We muſt make haſte, our danger calls us hence..-. ; 


. Farewel, my deareſt Lord. . 
Sax, Till Night, farewel. [720 
Night, did I fay ? No, dazling Brightneſs, no 
Thy Sweets drive Sorrows, Pains, and Shades away : 
And 1a thy Arms 'tis everlaſting Day. 


ACMWB. 


ACTAIV. 


Enter Lorenzo and Pope. She in. her Womans Habit. 
Pope. H, I could hug thee for this rare Deſign. 
() Never wasNight ſo pleaſant, or a:Plot 
So artful, 'on ſo proſperous ; Fan ot: NE 
To draw him in with the falſe Mack of- Friendſhip, + . 
Then throw- his Lady,t&him-for a Lure, 1 
And ſo to make his very Love my. Bawd ; | 
Bait our falſe Hook. with her bewitching Eyes, 
And burniſh o'er. our: Braſs with his-own Gold; 
Then lodge me in- his:Arms for .his: own Wife, 
And in her room reap alt her:Bridal: Joys, 
Without even the leaſt ſhadow of. ſuſpition 
To damp pur herce Delights. This was a Maſter-piece. 
Lor. Nay, Madam,: I bave.had-my Tropkhies:too, 
To have his Ducheſs ted to-ray: own Bed ; | 
Lodg'd there in expettation.of her Lord, . 
With more impatience than a dying Saint. 
Waits for his Angel-gyide. -Then in his-place 
T*approach the-gloomy Shrine:to the true Goddeſs, 
Tho? the falſe Worſhipper ; then to embrace 
Her prefling Arms, :devour. her:meeting Lips;; _ 
No Sun ſo warm, and yet no. Shawer fo melting. 
Pope. By all that's excellent, _ 
No Preſident e'er -matcht this Nights Intrigue, 
Never was Love on all ſides ſo performed ; 
Their very Raviſhers, their darling Lovers, 
And the kind Sacrifice flew to the fire. 
Oh Love, if ever thou wertblind, *twas there. ' -. 
To:-. But, Madam, tho'tthe darkneſs of the Night 
Deceiv*'d his Eye, how:did you cheat his Ear ? 
Pray tell me; for th'Intrigue has been-ſo pleaſant, 
That even the Repetition has a Charm in'r. / 
Pope. Firſt then, the kind officious Prieſtly: Jaylor, 
Bairted with Gold, like a:true.generous Pander, 
Stood at the door admit my.Page and: me. 
My Page then led me ſoftly to the Dukes 
Apartment ; but no Tell-tale Taper light us. 
Muff*'d and:mask*d to his dark Bed I came; 
Ais Curtains Itrait at my approach flew.open, 
As I have ſeen upon a ſhining Theatre 
Bape painted Cloudsto a deſcending Yer. Then 
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Then ſtrait he graſpt me in his burning Army. 
Whilſt in my Ears theſe exger Accents _—_ 
My deareſt, gentleſt, ſweeteſt; 4ugelne, - | 
But I to ſhrowd my fatal Syren's voice, 
As if the danger of the placehad:;ſtaredime;... 
Streight huſht tim ſilent with a:trembling-Kifs, 
The only Rhetorick theſe Lips durſt make-::( > | 
And from that hour we had no-room for talking: 
Our only Eloquence was onr: Delights; 
Whilſt our tranſported Raptures ſtruck us-dumb. 
Before the dangerous:morning-dawn,,. the-Page 
Return'd to bear me back, | 
AndI retir'd 3 4 \1 AJ .; 
As ſafely as I came left the > home ; 23055 5 
So extali'd, the falſe Anpelick/Viſioh: 0! 7 5 © 
To his deluded Senſe appear'd ſo fair, 
As left no track to ſhew the Fiend: was there. ' 
Lor. Juſt my own Scene : i noPiture:more exack. 
Emer Amiran. 
Pope. Oh my beſt Girl? how tiaſt-thon left the: Duke? 
Amiran. Madam, fs pleaſed; ſo| ſtrangely pleas'd ; not Glory 
Upon a Head new Crown'd;. can' fit more chearful 
Than this Nights pleaſure on his Heart. His Priſon 
He has ſo forgot, . that in'his Cage he ſlings. 
And for my Services, he ſweetensme 
With ſuch ſoft words, and with ſuch tender thanks- 
He plac'd this ſparkling Diamond'on my: finger, 
That Treaſon/ſure was never ſo rewarded. 
Pope. But how-his Dutcheſs ! 
Amir. Much in the ſame vein. 2 p 
Only her deeper ſtream more ſilent'flows' :. 
She ſpeaks not, but ſhe thinks as muchas he. 
Her generous Lord, . 
His Gift was Diamonds, but hers were Rubies: - 
She only paid me with a Bluſh, and left me. | 
Pope. Well, my Lorenzo, this ſoft Feaſt of Pleaſure - 
Has been too full of wonder and delight, | / 
For the ſhort Riotof one Night to-exhauſt. 
Let us reſolve then to play ont the Game 
Like wanton Revellers, glut our. fierce deſires 
And when this old Intrigue grows ſtale, and tires, . 
We'il ſeek ont new. 
Lor. Agreed, my Oracle. FEY 
Pope. Saxon, to night, NE SP 
Once-more thy Yenzs in her Cloud babar E. "hp 
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Oh for a Bowl of Clcopatra's Philter, 
To heighten our next meeting; Joys. 
How bravely did the wiſe Egyprianz Dame 
Diſſolve a Kingdom's Ranſom in a Pearl, 
To treat her Darling Azthony, tinſpire 
To his drain'd Veins new Life, and #nknown Fire ? 
Oh, Egypt's glorious Queen? _ 
Shall I leſs ative be ? My Blood's as warm, * 
And Iam as brisk, as young and proud-as' ſhe. 
Cells, Cloyſters, Covents, Altars, Temples, Shrines, 
With their vaſt hoards, are all my Golden- Mines. 
Nay, to ſum all Romes infinite Maſs in one, © 
All the mad Zeal of the blind World's our own. 
Theſe ſhall my Riots, theſe:my Pomp ſupply; | 
Shall I want Love, who ave allthis Wealth to buy ? 

Lor. This is ſo glorious, ſo divinely great, 
Old Rome ne'er Deifi'd, nor the new Rome 
E'er Canoniz'd a Heroine more illuſtrious. 

Pope. If the cold Bones of . a dull Roman Saint 
Can ileep in Treaſures, whilſt his ſenſleſs Marble 
Sweats in embroider' Gems and molten Gold, - 
Shall my warm Bed and warmer Lovers want it ? 
No. | 
Pll melt the Crown from the gilt Martyr's Head, 
And ranfſack even his Tomb t'adorn my Bed. 

PII rifle Saints to make my Lovers ſhine, + , 

And ſteal from Heav'n to make the Joy divine. 
Lovers, by Lucifer, I'll not want one day, | 
Whilſt the rich Church ſhall both procure and pay. 

Lor. Moſt excellent ! 

Pope. Now could I laugh at thoſe 
Dall pious dying Fools, whoin deſpair 
To buy Eternity, make the Church their Heir. 

The Bigot Fools are kind in a good hour ; 
There's nothing like-a Pope for an Executor. 
True, the poor Slaves die Saints, fo let *em die, 
Whilſt we enjoy the Paradiſe they buy ; 
Leaving that Wealth which we'in Luft conſume, 
They are Profclites to Heaven, but Bawds to Rome. ["Excunt. 
The Scene changes to the Priſon. 
Two Hereticks. 

1 Her. Bernardo ! 

2 Her. Ha! More Prieſts, more Torturers ! Oh ! 
1 Her. H'ſt, Iam aFriend. | 
Mfrs A Friend to poor Bernards !' | Nay 
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* Nay, then thou art a wretched thing indeed: 
For nought but miſery dares link with me. 
1 Her. Indeed thou art Pth? right. No wonder n>thir [:M 
But Cruelty and Torments fill this place ; 
For here Religion reigns, that pious Cormorant ; 
Religion, that devouring Savage reigns ; 
Yes, we are Hereticks. | | 
Thoſe bugbear monſtrous things,deſign'd for flaughter ; 
All other leſſer Crimes Rome can forgive , 
As Whoredoms, Thefts, Rapes, Murders ! ( alas, 
They are petty venial ſins. ) Does not the Bawd 
Keep open ſhopin Rome, pays but her yearly Toll 
To's Holineſs's ſacred Treaſury, 
And takes a Licenſe for the Trade ſhe holds ? 
The bloudy Murderer runs but toa Church, 
And *'tis his Sanctuary ; the Gates flie open 3 © 
While the generous Prieſt, like his kind Guardian Saint , 
Views the freſh Scarlet on the Cut-throats face , 
And hugs his darling Brother. But poor Herelie, 
That mortal, capital, :npardonable, crying in , 
Muſt never be forgotten: Rome's Jayls, and Dungeons , 
"Wheels, Wracks, Stakes, Gibbets, are for Hereticks made. 
2 Her. Now by my ſtarving Veins and aking Bones , 
How faithfully thon play'ſt the Painter. 
1 Zr. What thinFſt thou of a Pope ? 
2 Her. Why he's a Horſe-leech 
Without a tail ; the Bloud he ſacks, runs through him : 
He ſucks and ſucks, but never fills. But, Heavens ! 
What was the Crime that brought me to this place ? 
*Tis true, I heard a Prieſt moſt vilely cant , 
And tell me how by Miracle 
A certain Roman Martyr bore his head 
Under his arm three miles: And cauſe I could not 
Believe him, but provoked with the rank nauſeous fable, 
Ina moſt honeſt hearty bluntneſs, told him, 
The pious Legend lyed ; For that, that only Crime, 
I am condemn'd untryed to endleſs Chains , 
And Torments doom'd, ne*er to fee light agen. 
1 Her. Not to ſee light agen ! But how if Ipropoſed 
A means for an Eſcape. 
2 Her. For an Eſcape! : 
1 Her. But 'tis with wondrous hazard, infinite danger 
2 Her. Danger / nomatter : Bring me to a Lottery 
But with one Chance for Liberty , | 
Tho to ten Blanks, and every.one for death, | 
'> thruſt my hand into the fatal Pize > As 
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As cheerfully as Miſers graſp their Gold. 

1. Her. Know then, by a Conſpiracy betwixt: 
Some of our fellow-ſufferers, this night, _, 
This dead dark hour, the Priſon's-to be fired—- 

2 Her. Moſt excellent - 

1 Her. And by this happy Plot.. 
'Tis poſlible ſonfe of us may eſcape: 
At worlt, we canbut burn z and better end 
A life at once, then to lie here immured, 
Preſerv'd for Wracks, and kept an Age in dying. 
Bernardo, look, yon dJauncing ltreaks of light 
Tell us the happy, Train has taken fire. 

2 Her. Letus retire and wait the bleſſed minute. 
Shine out, bright Sun of comfort; either ſaye 
Our. wretch'd-Iives, or light us to-a grave. 

Execunt. 
Thethird Scene is the Duke of Saxony?*s Bedchamber 
within the Priſon, | 
Enter Saxony in his Night-gown, as newly viſen from Bed. 

Sax. Good Heav'n !. what miſty damp diſturbs my ſleep ? 
Sulphur and Pitch ? What poyſonous ſmoaky ſtench 
Offends my aking Eyes ? 

Within. Fire ! fire! fire! 

Sax. Horrour and Death ! the place is all on fiae ! 
Awake, my Angeline, look up, and ſee 
Danger and Death ſurround us. * 

Within. Fire ! fire! fire! 

Pope, [" Starting out of bed. ] 

Hell and Perdition ! what misfortune's here! 

Sax. By Heav'ns, we are almoſt circled in with flames ! 

And the doors lockt, faſt barr'd. Knocking to get out. 
Jaylours, Prieſts, Torturers! _ 
Open the door, make haſte, or we ſhall periſh, 

Within. (From ſeveral oices. ) 

t. Fire! | 

2. Plots and Treaſon ! 

3. Bar the Gates : ſecure 
The Priſoners, let 'em burn, rather than flie. 

Sax. The Flames increaſe, and we are peat in with Ruine; 
Unlockt the door ;. deal harden'd Devils, hear us. Knocking. 
Open the door, make haſt, or elſe we die. 

Withiz. Die, .and be damn'd.. 

2. Fire! Water! 

Sax. Oh my dear Angeline, we are betray'd 3. 
Aſtrange prophetick horrour tells my Soul. 
That-weare med up for ſacrifice.. | The: 
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The Ghoſt of the old Duke of | Saxony riſes with a burning 
T aper in his band. . | 
Look, look ! | 
Here the Ghoſt with his Taper touches a train of fire above 
him, which immediately writes upon the Wall, in Capital 
letters in a bloudyfire, the wrd MURDER; which 
.- Continues burning ſome time, 
My Argeline, my Royal Father's Ghoſt ! 
See Murder, Murder ! Ohthe voice of Bloud ! 
Stay, ſtay, thou Royal Harbinger of Fate The Ghoft ſinks. 
Oh, Angeline, the hand of Heaven's againſt us. 
Pope. Adored dear Devil, ſave me but this once. ( aſide.) kneels. 
Sax. That murder'd ſleeping Shade wakes from Deaths arms 
To call us to his own untimely Grave. 
Now, Pope, thou and thy black Colleagues of Hell, 
Compleat their impious Vengeance. 
Pope. By all that's damn'd, I am Ioft : This Meſſepger _- 
Of Hell was ſent for me. 
Cut off thusearly! Oh the ſenſeleſs Devil, , 
_ Thustoplay Booty /gainſt himſelf ! Aſide. 
Miſtaken, dull infernakfeets, I have not yet | 
Sate long enough on Rome's Imperial Throne 
To doyou half the ſervice of a Pope. 
Sax. Witneſs, good Heav'n, for my own life I fearnot; 
But thy hard fate torments,.my bleeding Soul. 
If we muſt burn , thusarm in arm we'll die. Embracing. 
Speak to thy Love ; why ſpeaks not:my dear Angeline ? | 
There needs no ſilence in our Kiſſes now. | 
Pope. Ruin'd ! betray*d? undone! If Tbut ſpeak , 


. Hell find my Screech-owl's voice ; and if he ſees me, 
He'll khow my fatal face,.and tear my throat out. 
Speak or not ſpeak, I burn, if there be God's Alide, 
"Curſe on your blazing Thrones. No Ditch-born Hag 
Was ever doom'd to ſuch a fateas Iam. 
By Hell, I ſcorch already : Fire and 1a ! 
Traytors, Prieſts, Honſters. Here open the door. Khoecking. 
Sax. Ha. | 
Pope, Now could I part with all my Keys of Heay'n, 
But for one Picklock to-theſe Iron-bars. (aſide, 
Make haſte, ye tardy Dogs, here's Gold to pay you. 
Still deaf, ye flaves! a Jewel worth a Kingdom, 
To bribe you fora Key! 
Sax. Ravens and Vultures ! 
Pope, I cannot, dare not burn. Dull drowfkie Villaing— 
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Sax, What art thou ? ſpeak, infernal Fiend, what art thou ? 
| | ſeizing her.. 
Speak, Succubus, what Gibbet haſt thou robb'd : 
For that loath'd form, to ſtain my ſacred Bed, 
And damn my cheated Soul / 
Pope. Inquire no farther ; 
I will not ſpeak. 
Sx Speak,or I will tear thy.Soul out. 
Pope. Save your Own. 
Flie,or we burn. Enter Pricits and Lights. 
Sax. By Heav*ns the very form 
Of my dead Father's Poyſoner ! 
1 Prie#t, What's here / 
2 Prieſt, A. Whore! 
3 Prieſt. A Whore !: 
Sax. Oh, Gentlemen, ſecure that Hag, that Sorcereſs ;. 
The very Witch that light this Fatal Fire, 
And brought-the Brand from her own Hell to kindle it. 
4.Prieft; The Lady Ihad three hundred Crowns to Bawd for. 
And her Protection may be worth three thouſand: 
1 Prieſt. Take her, and burn the Witch. 
Pope. O ſave me! ſave me ! 
4 Prieſt. Hold, Brothers, let me anſwer for this Lady : 
She is my Miſtriſs and my Charge ;» and with 
My Bloud I Il juſtifie her Innocence. - .. 
Pope. Good, pious, honeſt, tender-hearted Father, 
This Diamond ſpeak my thanks. Gives bim a Rive. 
1 Prieſt. A Bona Robha. | | 
2. Prieſt. One of our Brothers friends !_ nay, then all's wel. 
3. Pracft. An honeſt Girl of yours ; that name Protects her: . 
Sax. ProteCt her { how ! protect the greateſt Traytreſs. 
That ere diſgraced a Jay], or ſhameda Gibbet? 
Secure her, ſeize her. , 
4. Prieſt. Stop that mad mans mouth ;. 
I'll ſtake my life to vindicate this Lady. 
i- Prieſt. Enough, enough ; fie, let the Lady paſs. 
2 Prieſt. Madam, your ſlaves. . 
3. Prieſt. Make room there for this Lady.. 
Pope. Ten thouſand Saints reward you for this kindneſs. 
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1- Prieſt. We are your Vaſlals. Uſvering hey to - 
2: Prieſt. Madam, your faithful Servants. the door. 
Pope. Such an Eſcape, .kind Fate-— Exit, led ont by her friend. 
Sax. Horrour unſpeakable / © the fourth Prieſt, 


What Monſter has this night ſlept in my arms ? 
Do l live, ſpeak, move, walk ? Is yon your Heav'n, 
Your Earth I tred on, or your Air I breath in ?. Ang 
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And iFthis load of Nature Fleſh and Bloud ? 
Oris it all aDream, oram I chang'd * 
To ſome incarnate Devil, doom'd to walk 
Deaths burning plains, converſe with [mps and Goblins , 
Tread the dark Marzes of eternal night , 
And ſleep with Hags and Succvbus ? 
Oh the vaſt Feaver of my burning Bloud ? 
Some Ocean quench me, or fome Mountain ſwallow me. 
Not Chriſtian ſlaves, wrapt upin Pitch, and light 
Like burning Tapers to the Savage Nero, 
Not Hercules in his invenom'd ſhirt , 
Nor Luvifer at his firſt plunge in Hell, 
Felt half the Fires my raging Entrails feel. Excunt. 


The Scene changes to a private Apart ment of the Pope. 


Enter Pope, Lorenzo, and Amiran. 
Pope. Oh my Lorenzo, 1 am undone for eyer ! 
Lor. How, Madam ? Heay'n forbid. 
Pope. Sleeping this night | 
In my dear S4x07s arms, by ſome curſt accident 
The ſcene of our delights was ſet on fire. 
Straight from his Bed the frighted £axor leapt, 
And thunder'd in my Eirs, Wake, wake, my Angeline? 
Oh'twasa fatal ſound ; not the laſt Trumpet 
Shall wake the Dami'd to greater pains than mine. . 
Curſt be that hour ; the blazing Fire-brands, like 
A Taper toa wandring Midaight-Ghoſt, 
Served but to ſhew the Fiend theſe Eyes diſcoyer'd. . 
Lor. Diſcover'd / Death and Furies. 
Pope, Not tIrenraged Oedipus 
Alarm'd from his inceſtuous Mothers Bed, 
Rav'd half ſoloud as he. But to ſum all, 
The Terrours of this hideous night, _. 
The ghaſtly form of the old poyſon'd Saxon, . 
Burſt thro? the Marble-floor, and witha Torch 
Dipt in the ſulphurous Lake, from whence he roſe, 
ln diſtin& CharaC@ers of Bloud and Fire , - 
Writ MURDER inthe blazing Rocf above us. . 
 Lor, Oh youdiſtratt me / 
How got you off? How could you*fcape withlife? - 
Pope. By Miracle ! ' 
Had not the entring Jaylours ſaved me.,. 
He had torn my heart ont. . 
Lor. But, dear Madam, tell me : - 
The. Treaſon was-too plain. But do you think 
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© He did ſuſpeCt or gueſs thereal Traytreſs? - 
There, there's the fatal point. Ns ah 
Pope. Oh I have bout too much reaſon to believe it; 
. For at the horrour of theſe killing Eyes, 
He cri'd, the Features of my Fathers Poyſoner. 
And tho betwixt his wild diſtrafted ſenſes 
He left me with the name of Witch, Fiend,Sorcere fs, 
And what elſe other odd fantaſtick forms 
His wandring Rage could ſhape ; Iam not ſafe. 
Lor. No, you are undone: for if he lives, you die. 
Should tatling fame but whiſper you are a woman, 
*T will make the ſcorching world too hot to hold you. 
Pope. But, my Lorenzo, Fll prevent that danger ; 
For 1am reſoly'd he dies. Yet, Gods ! "cis hard, 
*Tis very hard to kill the man I love.z 
But if he keeps a tongue, I loſe a head. 
No, his invenom'd Lungs breath Plagnes, and I 
Muſt root his heart op to diſlodge that Poyſon. 
Peace, fooliſh Love, and be for ever dumb ; 
+ I fit on Rome's great Throne, a Seat too bright 
To hazard for the Pleaſures of a Night. 
Saxon, thy life I cannot, muſt not ſave ; 
Oh, 1 muſt ſend thee to thy Father?s Grave : [ 
For know my Love muſt be my glories ſlave. | 
Lor, Spokelike Rome's Monarch ! This a Scepter'd hand 
Ard a Crown'd head ſhould be. | 
Pope. But is it not enough 
His Father I have poyſon'dſtain'd his B:d, 
Himſelf impriſon'd, andto ſtab his Soul, 
His deareſt Princeſs thou haſt both whor'd and raviſkt ; 
-But to 8ll theſe accumulated Cruelties 
I muſt at laſt add his own murder tco ? 
Is it not barbarous ! 
Ler. Death, not at all : 
For now ycu are kind, and put himout of pain. 
Beſides, your life and Crown's at ſtake ; let that 
Inſpire your Soul: | 
— > Does not th'invading Conguerour that leads 
. His thouſands and his thouſands out to battel, 
To ſcale the Walls of ſome Imperial City , 
Fill up a Ditch with his own martyr'd ſlaves, 
. To make a Bridge to Glory ? If their glory 
Can murder thouſazds, ſhallyours ſhrink at one 
Poor gaſping ſlave ? 
Pope. Thou art an excellent Oratour, 
1ſtand confirnid 3 but whilſt I ftay to talk, Dan- 
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Danger grows big and terrible, 
Here, Amiran, I'll leave the Charge to thee - 
Take theſe three thouſand crowns , and ſteal 'em into 
The hand of that good conſcientious Prieſt, 
My honeſt Bawd that ſaved my threatn'd life, 
Thou mayſt at&t ſafely for me ; for he knows 
Not who, nor whence thou art. Tell him, his buſineſs _ 
Is only to give the mad wilde Saxon: Duke 
A ſober ſleeping Pill: He'll underſtand thee. 
Amir. Madam, your great Commands muſt all be facred ; 
And my whole life's too ſhort for my obedience : 
Yet pardon me when I have one Grace to beg, 
That you'd be pleaſed t'excuſe my trembling hand 
From this too cruel office. 
Poze. How, my Girl / > 
A fit of Conſcience / fie, let not that check thee. 
Shrink not to ſerve me now. 
Do this, and make thine entire for ever. 
Amir. Well, Madam, I am your flaye. 
Pope. Thanks, my kind Amiran. 
Make haſte, my Girl. 
Amir. | flie t'obey you. Exit Amir . 
Pope. So / | 
Poor Saxony, thy Fate rides Poſt. 
Well, if there's any thing in the airy Dreams - 
Of Faith, Religion, Piety, 
Things which poor little unambitious Church-men' 
Have nothing elſe to do but to believe in, 
Whilſt we the great and glorious Mitred heads 
Have other work and other game to mind. 
They ſay that Providence to ſuffering Innocence, 
Gives Crowns and Paradiſe. © Then, Sax0y, thou 
Art happy, and [ kind ; and if Eternity 
Has, to wrong'd Virtue, Conſtellations given, 
Why ſhould I ſtick to ſend the manlT love to Heay'n 7. - 
Or why ſhould ſnarling fools at bloud repine, 
When Death's the Furnace does their Gold refine ? - 
"Tis Wounds and Death that Heav'n with Stars does paint; 
And the kind Murderer tranſlates the Saint. | Exennt: 
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A CT theFifth. 


The Scene the Priſon. 
Amiran alone. 


THR I cometo bringa Soveraign head, 
A Soveraign Cure, a ſober ſleeping Pill ; 
T, that's the word. 
Poor Saxony . thy Royal Father murder'd, 
Thy deareit Princeſs ravidht, and to make up 
The moſt unnatural manftrous maſs of Cruelty , 
Thy Fathers Poyſoner, and thy Fathers Whore, 
Lodg'd in thy Bed. Oh thou'rt a true Original 
Of unexampled Miſery :' No Tragedy 
Ere equall'd thine. Yet afterall, this moſt 
Wrong'd Prince muſt bleed,and I muſt be his murderer. 
Oh my faint Arm ! Oh my Barbarian Miſtriſs ! 
Well, I remember I have ſerv'd.thy Luſt, 
My breaſt the Cabinet to all thy Whoredoms ; - 
'Nay, like an Uſurer to the Truſt thou haſt lent me, 
Preplay'd the Bawd tincreaſe 'em. All theſe [l]s 
I never trembled at ; but oh, there's ſomething 
In Murder ſo beyond a Female Villain. 
As my Soul ſtartles at the thought. But why, 
Why do I play the fooliſh Crocodile, 
And mourn where 1 muſt kill ? 
Enter Saxony and Carlo. 

* 2 Yonder be comes / 
Let me retire a while, and borrow ſtrength 
For this dire Execution, Abjconds. 
'_ Sax. Oh my wrong'd Argeline, 
What havel done ? by- what Infatuation, 
W hat damn'd Hlufion led, have I a Monſter 
Claſptto my breaſt ? or has ſomeRival-God 
In malice to thy happier envy'd Lord, 
Caught thee Chis Heaven CVoutſhine yon dazling Stars , 
And leftthat changeling Demon in my Arms / | 
I ſhall run mad. : 

Amir. Alas, poor injur'd Prince 7 

Sax. Tell me, ye Powers Infernal, I cogjure you 
By all the Pleaſures of Revenge; 
And thou curſt Pope, thou greater blacker Devil, 
Tell me by what Inchantments, Spells, Drugs, Minerals, 
T hat ſayage Whore you lodg'd within my Arms; ' And 
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And to make up that Monſter more than exerrable; 
Lent her thy own infernal Face to blaſt me. 
Amir. Oh I can hold no longer ! Ye Gods, 
That ſo much Excellence ſhould be created 
For ſo much Ruine! Pity, Conſcience, Love, 
I know not which thou art ; But on the ſudden 
My dear Reſolves are ſtagger'd. | 
Sax. Art thou here ? 
Oh my young Pandar ! ye kind Powers, I thank you. 
Thou unfletcht Imp, thou early lighted Brand 
Of everlaſting F ire, tell me what Fury 
Thy impions Hand lodg'd in my Bed laſt Night ; 
Tell me ; for I will know. 
Amir. Oh, Sir, no more. 
I cannot, muft not, will not, dare not tell you. 
Sax. Not tell me? Now by thy own Mother-Hag 
That borethee in a Ditch, fed thee with Scorpions, 
Swath*d thee with Adders, ſackled thee with Blood, 
And dipt thee young in Hell, 
Speak quickly, or I"K tear the curſed Secret 
From thy impoſtum*d Heart ; ſpeak, or Pl kill thee. 
Amir.Yes,do Sir, and I'll thank you for the kindneſs : 
For if I ſpeak, I muſt kill you + and truſt me, 
I have that ſenſe of your unhappy ſufferings, 
That I had rather die my ſelf, than be 
Your Murderer. | 
Sax. And art thou then in earneſt ? 
Come, prithee ſpeak; I was to blame to chide thee : 
Be not afraid ; ſpeak but the fatal Truth, 
And by my hopes of Heav*n I will forgive thee. 
Out with it, come 3 now wouldſt thon tellmeal, 
But art aſham*dto own thy felfa Bawd : * 
*Las, that might be thy Father's Fault, not thine. 
Perhaps ſome honeſt humble Cottage bred thee, 
And thy ambitious Parents poorly proud, 
For a gay Coat made thee a Page at Court, 
And for a Plume of Feathers fold thy Soul ; 
But tis not yet, not yet too late to ſave it, 
Amir. Oh my fad Heart ! 
Sax. Come, prithee ſpeak ; let but 
A true Confeſſion plead thy Penitence, 
And Heav'n will then forgive thee as I do. 
Amir. But, Sir, can you refolve to lend an ear 
To Sounds ſo terrible, ſo full of Fate, "$i 
As will aot only aQ a ſingle Tragety, H- _ - 
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But even dis)oynt all Natures Harmony, Pinout 
And quite untune the World ? For ſuch, ſuch are 
The Notes that I muſt breath. 

Sax. Ob my dear Murderer, 
Breatlvem as chearfully as the ſoaring Lark 
Wakes the gay Morn. Thoſe dear ſweet Airs that kill me; 
Are my new Nuptial Songs. My Angeline 
Has been my firſt, and Death's my ſecond Bride. 

Amir. Know then th'Enchantreſs that theſe two laſt nights. 
Slept in your Boſom,. was your Father's Poyſoner. 

Sax. Riddles and Death ! What myſtick Sounds are theſe ? 

Amir. That Sorcereſs that in a borrow'd ſhape 
Uſurps Komes ſacred Throne, was the dire Fiend. 

Sax. Ha! 

Amir. Oh Sir, I read that Lightning in your eyes- 

That tells me, I have ſet your Soul on fire. 
Break, break, great heart, thou'rt too much loſt to live, 
And for the laſt, the greateſt fatal ſb ; 
For 1 muſt tell you all. That Luſt-burnt Hag 
Began her Game with your unhappy Father.. 
You may remember in-the Saxoz Court, 
A fatal Beauty call'd Joanna Anglica, 
That Syrer firſt defil'd your Father's Bed,, 
And then by Jealouſie transform?d Chis Prieſt, 
And by Revenge t'his Murderer, his Blood, 
His Royal Blood ſhe doubly, doubly poyſon'd- 
Sax. Thunder and Earthquakes ! 
Amir. And not: end there neither, 
The Beſtial Luſt of her inceſtuous Fires 
Trac'd your dead Father's Beauties in your Eyes 3; 
And the ſame Sulphurous Mine that blew. his Soul up, 
Was light to Sacrifice the Martyr*d Son. 

Sax. A Whore, a Poyſoner ! nay, a Fathers Whore; 
And Fathers Poyſoner ! Oh my bloated Soul ! - 
O moſt nnnatural'doubly damn*d ZHyena, | 
Mixt in my Fathers Shame ! Oh horror, horror! 
Oh my vaſt wrongs, deſtruction, ruine, death ! 
£trike thick, ye Darts of Fate. My poor dear Angeline. 
Ha ! Spight of all my pains, that Name has Life in*t. 
Say, Boy, how fares my Angeline ? Tho? Millions 
Of torturing Furies gore this bleeding Heart, 

I-know thou'lt fay ſhe's well, and lives unhurt, 

Sleeps ihnocent, and in her golden Slumber 

She little dreams what numberleſs Diftratians. 
Surround her wretched Lord. "Awiy.. -- 
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Amir. Alas, Sir! 
Sax. Ha! | . 
Amir. The ſaddeſt part of all my killing Story 
Is yet to come. : By the ame Stratagem 
That has deceiv"d her Lord, was your poor Princeſs, 
By falſe Lorenzo's Luſt, enjoy*d and raviſh'd. - x 
Sax. Now all the Plagues of him that ſold his God, XX 
Reward the execrable Dog. . My Angeline, 
My deareſt, ſweeteſt, and and: once brighteſt Angeline ! 
Ye Tyrant Powers, ye everlaſting Torturers, 
That made Mankind for Ruine ; end me quickly, 
Oh bury me like the rebellious Giants, | 
Loaded with Mountain-piles, for I ſhall rave, 
Rave to that height, till all my gaſping Pangs, 
My rowling Tears,and my loud bellowing Groans, 
Burſt out like CataraQs, enough ſo deafen + - : 
The very Thunder of my angry Gods. 
Yet hold, I have ſome buſineſs to diſpatch, - 
Before my Eye-balls burſt. Say, Boy, canſt thou 
Obligea very wretched thing, and. bear 
My dying Sighs to that dear martyr'd Innocence 2 _ -. 
Amir. My Lord, I can. ' 12% 
Sax. And wilt thou be ſo kind ?. Fi 
Nay, thou'lt be kinder yet ; for thou'ta Convert, 
A gentle honeſt Boy. But oh too late ! 
Speak, is it in thy power to bleſs my Eyes 
With one laſt view of thoſe dear beauteons Ruines, 
Before we part and die ? | 
Amir. My Lord, it is 
Your Princeſs is my Charge : : + 
And your own Servant here, by my inſtructions, 
Shall haſte and bring her to your Arms this minute. &. 
Sax. Heay*ns brighteſt Diadem cxown thee for this Goodneſs. - 


There Amiran whiſpers with Caxlo, aud gives him a Key 


Fly, Carlo, fly, and as thon bring'ſt her hither, 
Repeat the diſmal Tale of all oux Woes. 7 


'But oh, "tis terrible, "tis wondrous terrible 


For ſuch chaſte Ears, yet ſhe muſt hear it all. 


— — 


Andi; bus ſend thee as her Executioner. , . H 2 4 Carls'- 
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Carlo. I fly to obey. you, Sir. 

Sax. Stay, Carlo, ſtay. - 

Why all this. haſteto panic ſo much Innocence ? | 
Yet thou muſt go £0. And ſince thy Tongue muſt kitt- 
The brighteſt form th'enamour'd Stars can e'er 
Receive, or th'impoveriſh'd World can lofe, 

Go, Carlo, go; but prithee wound her Sout 

AS gently as thou canſt ; and when thou ſeft. 

A flowing Shower from her Twin- Orbs of Light 
All drown the faded Roſes of her Cheeks ; 

When thou behold*ſt *midſt her &iſtracted 

Her furious Hand, that feeble fair Revert! 

Rend all the mangled Beauties of ker Face, 

Tear her bright Locks, and their diſhevetd Pride - 
On her pale Neck that raviſh'd whiteneſs-fall ; 
Guard, guard thy Eyes ; for, Carle, *tis a ſight | 
Will ſtrike Spectators dead. [Exit Carlo. 

Amir. 1 fear there needs EET 
No ſtudy now to be that Beauty's Mnrderer. 

Sax. How, Boy ! 

Amir. The bloody Pope, frighted laft lf 
At her diſcover'd Face, has doom'd you both 
Teeternal Silence by a Bowl of Poyfon. 

Sax. Damnation! 

Amir. Theſe three thouſand Crowns were given Fog gn 
To bribe the Prieſt to mix your faral Props, '! ” po 
And Pm afraid her Draught's already-paft. - | 

Sax. Now for a Bait ſo ſtrong might catch "ng Devil?! 

Pd angle with this black rank Whore She-Pops 

Fd float the Witch upon the burning Lake, © 

And when the hungry Fiend bobb'd vp, to rge her | 

I'd with her Croker ſtick him throu op 

And tug him up from Hell. Sport | Chas 

Oh the wild forms of my unruly Soul ! -_- 

' Emer Angeline with ber Hair diſhevell'd, attended thy Carlo. 
Thou beauteous Pile of everlaſting Wo, 

Approach thy wretched Lord. 

Ang. Where art thou, Carlo ? | 
Lend me thy Hand, and guide me to my Loves" 

For theſe benighted Eyes are ſo o*er-drown'diin tears, 
Thas I'm all dark, and cangot find my wa 

Sax. So have I ſeena Cloud all gilt with light | 
But oh ye Pow'rs that could thoſe Heay*ns' denfok | 
What was her Day, if the can ſet ſo bright? X 


Avg. Oh wy lov's Lord, - This 
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This ruin'd thing comes to. thy Feet tadie. | 

Sax. If thou muſt die, draw neer, .my lovely Martyr ; : 
Come to this Breaſt, and make theſe Arms thy Monnment. 

Ang. In thoſe tov'd Arms! Oh ſtay, where am I going ? 
Stand off, my Lord, ſtand off. 

Thoſe dear embraces are too bleft a circle 
For ſuch a ſully*d bloated thing as, I am. 

Sax. And can I be more.miſerable. ſtill ?..- 

Ah can thoſe ſetting beams 6f, light. withdraw 
Their laſt kind warmth from thy expiring Lord ? 

Aag. No, my dear Life, we muſt embrace.go more. 

Should I approach thoſe charming Ejres t00 nigh, 
There's ſo much vital heat in fþ lov'd. boſom, 
That I ſhall live, live a pollutg Monfter,... -; 
And make the bluſhing world alhagye: IGOR, me, 
Live with my load of ſhaine ! Na,, cruel Pow: IS, 
Hear my laſt Prayer; and give NEE 'd Honour 

And me one Grave. ©. _-. ra 

Sax. Oh thou bright falling s 
Never was Love nor Injuries Tike Sep an | 
Poor raviſht ſweetneſs ! 

Aag. Raviſht ! Oh RuineyFate;. Deſtriition, Death ! 
Theſe Eyes, theſe Lips, oh, Heavens,, this facre&Boſom, | 
Once the bleſt Throne of thy. Ns ares Jops, -- A 
Made a loath'd Monſters Þx 9h je Fomets, 

This is not half my, Scene. TR 

The bleeding Zucrece,. and the mourning, 'Philemel - 
Could pleadas much'as this : GUST lam & wretch 

A thouſand times more monſtrouſly deformed. 

Oh my vaſt Wounds ! there's-that wide breach of Ruine 
In this one Breaſt, will Tet in Death cnough;, 

To break Yearts. : KI 


Sax. Together tet *em break. 
Ang. Oh my wrong'd Lord, _—_ 
When to my fatal Bed. th "Adulterer camgs 
But oh, that hour be bloxted from. Eternity 1, 
I harmleſs, languiſhing, expecting innocence,.., | 
Met the foul Traytor, kiſt, embrac'd-him, lov'd him,;.. 
Around his Neck my longing Arms 1] threw ; TH 
Fos I was kind, and thought, my Lord, *twas you. . 
Oh horror, horcor, unexampled horror ! 
Sax. Name it,no mare. , Why didth'eternal Being. - 
Create a Form {o perfectly divine, 
The Miracle of Story, Apes, Ws = 
So far above her Sex upon a Pyramid - - OfF7 
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Of Trophies fixt like a tranſparent Glory, 
And now all at one fadden blaſt of Lightning 
To ſtrike the'Maſter-piece of their Creation, 
Thrown headlong from her Pinacle of Honour, 
And daſh the ſhming Chriſtal Globe to pieces ? 
Bluſh, bluſh, ye Gods, bluſh till your glowing Skies 
* Anticipate the World's laſt Funeral-Pile, = 
And ſcorching Nature hurn and raveas I do, . 
Ang. Methinks I ſee thro' your diſtratted eyes. . 

A Load of Fate weigh down'your drooping Soul; 
And is it all for your poor Angeline / | 
Be comforted ; what tho? I come to die, 
*Tis but a ſhort farewel to this baſe world, 
Till we ſhall meetin'purer Joys, ubove. © 

' Sax. Ah no, my Angeline ; when tt 
T am afraid my wrofigs ſo high will riſe,” . 
"Make fuch complaints againft my' angry Stars, 

Tilkin deſpair + + i= 
I curſe the Author of my wretched Being ; - 

Then in my wild Apoſtate Fury die, 
And never meet thee more. © © © * 

Ang. O fie my Lord, | 

Take heed, take heed of this unjuſt deſpair ; 
Oh pray to Heav®n, and think that I-am there. 
Oh do not tax the great Omnipotente 


Of ought unjuſt; when they depogd us here, Ph _- | 


No doubt *rwas but to crown us brighter there: 
Sax.Yes,ye great Powers,make us amends in Heav*nz 

For we have had but little Juſtice here. 
Ang. Oh my dear Love, Idie._ 

Now takeme, take me to thy deareſt Arms : 

You need not be afraid fembrace me'now, 

For I ſhall die, and be all white again, _ 

And you may love me then without a Sin. - 

In'this warm Bed a ſpotleſs Martyr lay,” , . 

For Death*s kind hand. wipes all my Stains away. . 


thou art dead, .. 


[Des. 


Sax. What diſmal Planets reign'd'when't was bort.? gt, 


'Planets, Fiends, Funies ! ak a. 

Theſe were th'aſcendent Eords at my Creation 
That abhorr'd Night : when my unlucky Parents 
Mixt their unhappy. Loves to form this Being, 

No ſmiling Star peep'd forth. . 

But where's this Raviſher, this Pope, young Fairy ?. 
Revenge, ye Gods, Revenge! Is there that Word 
In all the dear Records of Fate for me ? | 
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©h cond I but eſcape from'this dire place, _ - 
And meet but once more rs Monſter face to face! 

Amir. My Lord, you ſhall. ” 

Sax. How Boy ? Say that again. 

Amir. Sir, this Gold 
Deſign*d to buy your Blood, ſhall pay your Ranſom 2: 
With this I'll purchaſe your deliverance. 
Thus. ſecretly releaſt, be it your- Art . 
To ſtrike your Dagger to the Traytor”s-heart.. 
Sax; Now art thou kinder than a giving God, | 
And even prevent'ſt my Prayers. From thy bright Heav*ng: 
Bleſt Saint, look down, and let thy well-pleas'd Ghoſt 
Smile at the Victim I intend to make thee. 
And the ſlow pangs of his Gd heart forgive, 6 
Who for thy Vengeance muſt thy Fate out-live. [Excum. 


SCENE theLaft. 
Enter a Rabble of Romans. - 
From within. A Proceſſion ! A Proceſſion ! A Proceſſion ! 
Rom. 1. Well Neighbours, ſince his Holineſs is pleas'd to give 
us a Holy-day, letus improve it, and make the beſt uſe on'r, that 
is, go to the Tavern, and be downright drunk. ; 
' Rom. 2: I, Neighbour, for I. never knew any other-uſe of Ho- 
Ty-day, but firſt to go to Church, and then be drunk.- - 
* Rom. 1. You make a juſt interpretation : but here lies the que- 
ſtion, whether we ſhall fit in the Taverna like -Sots, and not be 
drunk till night, or. go and be preſently drunk,-,then go home, 
beat our Wives, and ſleep an hour, then rife and be drunk again 
before Sun-ſet, this I take to be the improvement of the day. 
Rom. Al. 1, 1, "tis, tis.” 
Rom. 2. But heark you, Neighbour, do you never go to Charchz 
Rom, 1. Poſitively, no; .my Reaſons L will render. Firſt, you 
... donot take me for the leaſt Fool amongſt you. 
All. No, no ! | 
Rom. 2. Nor the leaſt Knave, Neighbours. .. 
All. No, No: , | 
Rom, 1. Then I conclude Ill never. pray. at .all,” whilſt wethave 
ſuch Shoals of Church-men to do it for us, as Cardinals, Monks,; 
Abbots, Priors, and a thouſand Orders more; and with all theſe 
_ Men about us, *tis impoſlible we ſhould be damn'd Neigh- 
Ours. | | 
Rom. 2. Ay, but Neighbour, you ought to help at a-dead Lifr, 
is hard truſting to other mens Prayers. MI es | 
Rom, Why; dowt. 1. pay for*t? I tell. thee it goes againſt. the” 
| | grain 
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grainto pray and pay too ; Pll.not doc, not 1, andifi be damn'd, 
at their peril b'it. Do up LE wir ar he's 
Rom. 2. Then 1 perceive, Neighbour, you arc ia a deſperate 
condition. + - | ES, 
Rom. 1. Not at all ; for always when 1 pay the Prieſt his Du- 
ties, I always takean Acquittance, aud thoſe Acquittances I take as 
a Paſsport to flip me by Pargatory into the other world. 
Rom. 2. But which of thoſe other worlds do you think to. goto ? 
Rom. x. So I ſcape Purgatory, no matter which. . 
Rom, 2, But I'm afraid this will not do your work, Neigbour ! 
Rom, 1. Then ket the Church 'bate me my Peter-pence, and Pl 
pray for my lf, and ne'er trouble ?em, and that I think's fair. 
All. Ay, Ay. | Re 
: Rom, 1. Belides, that's taking the Bread' out of the Prieſts 
Mouths, and that's no other than Sactilegs, 'tis plain Intreach- 
Rom.-3. Intrenchment! What's Intrenchment ? 
Rom. I. Are you ſuch a Foot you don't know what Intrenchment 
? _ 7 age is a hard word, and you all know 
r& word is. = | 


; , "tis medling with what we have nothing to do 
which is no better than picking ones Pocket ; why Neigh- 
bour,. you keep a reverend Brandy-Shop,-and would not you take 
it il if a Cardinal ſhould Rt vp, and ſell Brandy by you ? in troth, 
he'd go high to break you. FW 

Rom. 3. Idod, would he. 

Rom. 4. I'll undertake, if a Cardinal ſhonld fell Brandy, he'd 
be the richeft man in all Rome. 

Rom. 1. I'll undertake then Pl find you one ſhall do't. 


Emer the Duke of Saxony with Arrendants ,- bearing in the dead Body 
of the Ducheſs of Saxony. 
Rom. 2. But ſee that which you calld a Proceſſion, looks more 
like a Funeral. ns 
D. Sax. Oh, worthy Romans, here behold a ſight 
Will fill your Eyes with Tears, and Hearts with Grief ; 
And if this ſight alone ſhall fail to move, 
-For Deathsare common in the Streets of Rome, 
; Yet will the Story, when unfolded, ſtrike 
You all with ſudden horror and Amazement. 
Rom. 1. Dad, he ſpeaks well. 
Sax. Say worthy Romans, 
If freely you'll afford your Charity 
To an afflited Prince, that preſs'd with grietfs And 
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And injuries, lays by his Honours + _ * - 
Af Titles to become your humble Supplizt 

Rom. 2. Our humble Suppliant. - ; 

Sex. Nor do Idotbt, but-when you have heard my Story, 
You-will afford your.pity and revenge. . 

Rom, 1. Well. Sir ,.1 underſtand you are a Prince, and that 
your good Ladyis dead , and you'd -have us | r alive again : 
Wecan do you no ood in itz 'tis not every .man that lives. i in 
Rome can do that Job , butif you'll ſpeak/to. the POPE, Orc ws * 
Cardinals they'll doi it for a word ſpeaking. - 

Sax. Andis this all theattention you can Sire: me ! ! 
Oh, Reme, hows thy wonted Braveneſs chang'd 
Since thy Inhabitants at call of Anthony 
Flock'd round the Body of their murther'd Ceſar; 
With Tears they waſh'd his Wounds. 

And mixt a Deluge with his guſhing Blood ; 

Then ſtarting from the Corps with noble rage, 

Revenge and Jaſtice through theStreets they cryed. 

Oh, Romans, you will live to ſee that day _. 

When from your Roofs your Daughters will be drage' d,.. 
Their Virgin Innocence abuſed with duſt, 

And thus brought home a lamentable Spettacle. 

Thus ſhall your Wives and Daughters all be raviſh'd, 
Diſhonour'd, Poyſon'd. 

: Rom, 2. Why, has the Princeſs been ſo ſery'd | 

Rom. 1. Soit ſeems, if you'll believe a dead woman. 

Sax. If this dear Beauty, bornof noble Blood, 

By Wedlock plant'd in a Prince's Boſom, 

Could not eſcape from Treaſon, Rapes and Death, 

How ſhall your Wives, your Daughters and your Siſters, 
To whom no Awe, nor Guard makes difficult approach ? 
Be ſafe; no, I preſage they ſhall be proſtituted all, 
Defiled, abuſed, torn up with impious Juſt ; 

And to conceal the wicked Actors names, 


Be murthered as mine has heen. | 
Rom, 2, But, pray, Sir, if a man may be ſo bold, who was the 


Dog that did this plaguy Job ; by S. Winnifred, my Fingers. do ſo 


itch to be at him. | 
- Romn. 1. Ay, do but tell us where we may find the Dog , ad | 
we will roaſt the. Rogue : and make the Devil a Feaſt of him. 
Sax. I, that's the thing I ask, revenge, revenge me. _- 
And to encourage you for this great deed; 
Take this, and this for your Reward, and Heaven 
And Juſtice for your Leaders. - Rom, 1. Gold, Bays! _. 
Rom. 2. A noble worthy Prince, . and. we'll _ and die by him. 


S4x- But Gentlemen, when I have recounted the ſtrange ro” 
I neo git 
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ARors, andthe more ſtrange Vill Aid {0 2760 ,2ol-ffef bk 
I fear theStory will : moattrous 4 9 1 04 2554f Ka 
hat you'll ſcarce darebelieve me; :-. | |: x 
Rom-:2. How, __, and live at Rome? 5d 
Rom, 1. Do we believe in Images, and Relicks and Holywster 
And Miracles,and not believe an honeſt golden Prince? ? $ 


Sax. Then, generous Romans, know, | 2a 
T owe mine and this Beauteous Martyrs ruine 375 3 
To your accurſed Pope. 


Rom, 1. TheP has . Ram. 2. The Pope ! 
Rom. 3. Take Sir, what you-ſay z the Pope ! 
But that you have grea&d us i the fiſt, or elſe — 
Udſlid, the Pope ! 
Sax. Nay, Romans, do not think I utter ought 
Againſt Romes Majeſty, but Remes Ufurper ; 
Not that great Office and the bleſſed Prelacy, 
But the accurſt Impaſtor that profanes it : 
Oh, Gentlemen, that ſeeming Royal Head - 
To which you: kneeland pray, isanabhorr' d, 
Loath'd Sorcerefs, a filthy rank Adultereſs, - 
A Woman damn'd in Luſt, whilſt the vile Schriech Owl 
Broods in the Neſt of Eagles. 
Enter Lorenzo. 
Lor. The murder'd Angeline, and the Saxon Duke ! ; 
This Grounds too hot for me. ( Offers togo.. 
Sax. Stay Villain, ſtay. o 
Look on that Martyr and this Arm, and:then. 
Prepare thy Soul for everlaſting Fire. 
Lor. I will not fight with thee. 
Sax. Not fight! 
Art thou a Brute ſo rank, and yet fo fearful. 
But dol talk ! a Minutes life*s too long. (Fights. 
Lor. Thou haſt kill}d me,and Damnation thank thee for'it. (Dies. 
Sax. Thus far, bleſt Saint, thy great revenge ſucceeds. 


Proceſſion. 

Pope.. Lorenzo murder'd,and that Saxon Baſilisk 

Alive, and in the head © "thy Multitade ! 

Lam betrayed, undone. ( Apaae.. 
Sax. Romans, Lords, Cardinals, to you l ſpeak, 

That brand of Hell—- 
Pope. Now by yon bright Omnipotence, 

Some black deſign againſt Remes awful Godhead. 
Sax. No, by yon bright Omnipotence I come- 

For Juſtice, Juſtice aetaſ Romes Scarlet Whore. 
| Pope. Dear adored Devil, ſave me but this once; "To 
Sax, Oh Romans, Remes once ſhining Dignity And 


Enter Pope , Cardinals, Prieſts, and other Officers,” at in form of a a : 
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And dazling Glory is eclipſed for ever, . - « . ; ____- 
Inſtead of Majeſty adorn a Throne, _ | 
That mitred Monſter is a Whore, 'E he Sn. 

Pope. Heavens, can your Thunder flo: Pp, and tamely hear 
Such Blaſphemies within the Walls of Rome? . 

Card. 1. Inhumane Inſolence? Card. 2. Exquiſite SHa__: 4 

Sax. No, willful bljnd deluded Prelates, no, 

Eternity blaſt me, if ſhe be nota Woman, * 

And the moſt rank Damuation eyer ſhaped. 

And to make up her loathed Abominations 

By her contrivance was this Beauty 

Firſt raviſh'd, and then murther'd :' | 

Whilſt th Hell-burnt Luſt of the adultrous Hag 

Within theſeblaſted Arms ſupplyed her” Room.;. Bo 

Pope. Oh Rome, and Romans , leff the wrath of INH 
Should rain down Fire upon your guilty Heads: . 

Upon the forfeit of your Souls revenge me. 

Sax. Revenge my Wrongs, and this fair Martyrs Blood. 

' Oh right the Honour of Romes injured Majeſty, |. * | 
And burn the Enchantreſs. - 
Pope. Oh right the Honour of Romes injured Majeſty, 
And ſeiſe the Heretick. ( Saxon Sar nd 
| makes at the Pope, but is a rs the Peope 
All the Gard. Burn, burn the Tray or. 
The Rabble. Burn him, burnhim,burh him. | 
( Extunt the Rabble, farcing out Saxony to civil 
Pope. This dread Encounter, ( oh ty ſtaggering frame ). 
Has looſer'd every Vein about my Heart, 
And Iam all o'er Convulſions. But lead on, 
And end the Sacred Buſineſs of the day,. 
His Treaſon ſtopt, but his Blaod clears. our way. '( Exeunt, 
The Scene openi, and diſcovers a Stake and Faghors. with Priefts with- - 

Lighted Torches to kindle the Fire, and the Rabble burrying Saxony. . 

to the Fire, 

Sax. Burnat a Stake, doom'd likea Slave, a Traytor 
Farewel thou Royal rank Church Whore, farewel, 
Live and reign on, yes bot Inchantreſs live © © 
Romes univerſal Tecming, Fruitful Proſtitute : 

Brood on Remes curſed Chair, brood like a hatching bills 
Entail thy Luſt a thouſand Generations, 

And warm the Neſt for all thy bloody Succeſſors = _ 
May n6t that Beaſt of Prey, a Pope, ſucceedthee,. - 
But be thy Baſtard , Not a Cell nor Cloyſter we 
But be thy Bfothe!: 

And.-not a-fawning Cardinal but thy Baind *. | 
And leſt thy hopeful progeny ſhoul fail,, SID KY. 00 

Mix thy black Luſt with'forme cogendring Devil, L z- Ar 


&.; : <7 
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And people thy ouch Rome wit! NT, nd 
' Andto RUnny alt s whole: EP 
May all thy rac oo Lupe $, Abbots,” © 
Monks, Friars, Fes s and/all be Fg d cogure,” ho 
Bpbbte: Burn him, buty bin, 0 Sreve ſh 
F 545 =, Bree omg wi ih; , 
Cara. t. Bya t's'good,, a Whore, a it Oar? ng baba 
Confuſion ! Romes dread 7 sfortn'd. SCE 121, Bhs 
Tea teeming Hag, and an abo NA. rk 
Card. 2. Miſcarried if the Street, i 1 I open FP of TO \ 2 b 
Card. 3. Frighted, no doubt ,* with wy Vp FheaingDike : 
_ "The puny, halt got, Sg 0 HY 
Fell from the brooding Fie Si $o44918 1-1 JRL 
Card. & . Rames Roy to "Th : KP L000 
Once the *bright'Sexr * Heavens, ahi Deputiees ES. 
Profaned and ſullied by a Whore, a Syren; © 
May this curſt day, and this niore curſed deed | 
From Romes great Ajinals be for eyer torn. - hs 
Card. 1. No let het ſhame be braided to poſterity, ws tt 
. Firſt be her Body into Zyber thrown,” © 
{Then hers and her unſtapen Baſtatds Image V1 
Be fix'd upon a Pyramid in Rome: _ _ - 
And laſtly, in all future No 
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Card. >. Bitt my good = ers, © 29k Bk 
How ſhall we guard our Mother Churches pitetenets 
From new pollutions ; "fence her holy Throne '* 
From new.Impoſtars,- frorh all future Sorceries ? > 
+: Card. t. Oh Brothers, by immediate FETEgors cs en. 
Ts = with aSpark from yon Celeſtial Orb, c 0662 Pans 
| ave found that happy glorious great defign, © 
For whiqh our yet-even-unborn Heirs ſhall thank me, > 
Card. 3. Oh ſpeak! Ns OR 
= Card.1. This! then the Coronation Porphyry, . 
On which-Romes inſtalled Biſhop! Heayens 
Lieutgnant takes his great. Commiſſion, _ . 


_ . ” 
« fFitngs % 


Shall thro' it have that ſubtle concave form'd ©) &. od 0 
.Thro Spy a op ade Mitrors wort DT Fy 

Card. 2. Now yon Stars in pir 7 ſome gt 
I gueſs thy lore purpoſe. 4 


Card. 1. Now Devils wedefie' your” vtmoſt rally 
- Romes awful Throne ſhall be profan'd-no more. . 
7Put Whores and Bawds upon us, if you' can, 


{Eres Autred Head e's Haag r] Man. .. nb IRS DVR 


